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and easy to understand. It trains your head and hands at the 
same time. Your opportunities for money-making 
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T HE four • 

pl ans 

shown are but a| 
sample of the many 
ways in which our mem-1 
bers are making $3.00 an _ 

hour upwards, spare time 
and full time, from the day they join 
the Association. If you want to get 
into Radio, have a business of your 
own, make $50 to $75 weekly in 
your spare time, investigate the 
opportunities offered the inexper¬ 
ienced, ambitious man by the As¬ 
sociation. 

Our Members Earning 
Thousands of Dollars 
Every Week 

The Association assists men to 
cash in on Radio. It makes past ex¬ 
perience unnecessary. As a member 
of the Association you are trained 
in a quick, easy, practical way to 
install, service, repair, build and 
rebuild sets—given sure-fire money- 
making plans developed by us— 
helped to secure a position by our 
Employment Department. You earn 
while you learn, while you prepare 
yoursdf for a big-pay Radio position. 

The Association will enable you to 
buy parts at wholesale, start in busi¬ 
ness without capital, help you get 
your share of the $600,000,000 spent 
annually for Radio. As a result of 
the Association, men all over the 
country are opening stores, increas¬ 
ing their pay, pass¬ 
im inglicensed operator 
]\ examinations, land- 
ing big-pay posi¬ 
tions with Radio 
|\ makers. 




•Below 

I are a Sew of 
1 the reports 
l from those now 
cashing in on the 

“40 Easy Ways” 

Clears Frank J. Deutch, Pa.—"Since 
ea.OOA.fla joining the Association I have 
cleared nearly $3,000.00. It is 
almost impossible for a young fellow to fail, 
no matter how little education he has, if he 
will follow your easy ways of making money." 

$1,100.00 fat J. R. Allen, Calif. — "Have 
a Week* done over $1,100.00 worth of 
“ " " business in the last 6 weeks. 

Next month I am going to open up a store 
of my own. I never knew that money could 
come so fast and easy.” 

$25.00a Week N. J. Friedrich, N.Y.- 
c MM Tima have averaged $25.00a week 
J * slre ****** for the last 7 months even 
though I am not a graduate but just learning." 

T raining i-aadi R C. Kirk. N. C. —“Tour 
Him Tnh training has been very 
J0D valuable to me. I landed a 

job with the big department store out here a 
few weeks ago because I had my member¬ 
ship card with me. There were a large bunch 
of applications ahead of me." 

ACT NOW 

If Ton Wish NO-COST 
Membership 

For a limited time we will give to 
the ambitious man a No-Cost Mem¬ 
bership which need not—should not 
—cost you a cent For the sake of 
making more money now, and 
having a better position in the 
future, mail coupon below now. 
You’ll always be glad you did. 


Man Coupon Today for the : 
FREE HANDBOOK 


It is not only chock-full of absorbing 
information about Radio, but it shows 
you how easily you can increase your 
income in your spare time. Mailing the 
coupon can mean $50 to $75 a week more for you. 

Radio Training Association of America 

451$ Ravenrwood Avenue Dept.SW-3 


DeptSW-3 4613 RaTeoiwood An. Chicago, CL 

• Gentlemen: Please send me by return mall full details of 

• yourSpedajNo-GcratMembershipPlan, and also a copy 
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a mechanism which will allow us to have any experience we wish 
without physically undergoing it. That such a thing will create 
the most revolutionary change in human life, our authors con¬ 
vincingly show. 

GULF STREAM GOLD, by Ed Earl Repp. We have abundant 
scientific evidence of the highest order that sea water contains 
gold in a very finely divided state. In fact, one authority tells 
us, in the Gulf Stream there are literally hundreds of millions of 
dollars worth of gold passing a given point every day. It is 
altogether possible to extract this precious metal; but if it were 
attempted thei*e are perilous dangers and complications that must 
be overcome. In this, the newest of his offerings, Ed Earl Repp 
gives us quite a remarkable story of modern gold “mining,” with 
all his unbeatable thrills and adventures. 

THE TIME RAY OF JANDRA, by Raymond A. Palmer. Most 
of the time traveling stories that we publish are those dealing 
with the future. But under restricted conditions it is just as 
possible for one to travel into the past and discover the truth of 
many of the mysteries which fill the pages of man’s history. There 
are many civilizations, such as that of Atlantis, which have pre¬ 
sented an eternal question mark to our most industrious historians. 
In this splendid story, Mr. Palmer takes us back into the past 
and gives us a swiftly-moving tale of the adventures that will 
confront one in the strange land and time. 

THE EVENING STAR, by Dr. David H. Keller. We come to 
the concluding installment of this remarkable sequel to “The Con¬ 
querors." If the incidents that Dr. Keller pictures, or the strange 
creatures that his fertile mind has conjured, seem to be impos¬ 
sible to us, we can turn to many scientific authorities who state 
that the forms that life may take are almost limitless. Those 
who have watched the strange career of the Conquerors will find 
in this installment a culmination that is sudden, breath-taking, and 
for our human race quite satisfying. 



STELLAR PUBLISHING CORPORATION 

R. P “ k p,M * N,w York c, «* 

Cie., Pari* Agent: Hachette & Cie-, Australian Agents: McGill’s Agency, 

oss, W.C. 2 111 Rue Reaumur 179 Elizabeth St., Melbourne 


962 


















SCIENCE WONDER STORIES 



Fellows 1 Have 
Trained Will Tell 
j\ou That You, 
Too, Can Cash 
In On 


ELECTRICITY 






















































































964 


SCIENCE WONDER STORIES 



How Would You Answer It? 


There are advertisements in every issue of the 
great dailies in a dozen American metropolitan 
centers that offer just as attractive openings as 
this. "The opportunity is unlimited” if you 
have the required knowledge. There is always 
room at the top for trained men. 

Such advertisements will still be in the 
papers a year—two years—five years from 
now. If you have the foresight and the courage 
to prepare yourself, you can be ready to step 
into such a position when it is offered. What¬ 
ever your work may be today, you can start at 
once to train yourself for a bigger job, at a 
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THE WONDERS OF STELLAR SPACE 

By HUGO GERNSBACK 

|Jg^gg3B§|MINENT scientists have given a great deal of of radiant energy; but they also lose it quickly. White 
|IOJS3gWhgll attention lately to the physical aspects of inter- bodies absorb very little heat; however, they do retain 
stellar space. While it is true that so far no it much longer because they do not lose it through radiation. 
M |SXS^U one has actually navigated the outer space, For this reason, it has been variously suggested by scien- 
||Sg| rnKSS nl the physical laws that govern matter on earth tists that space-flyers should be painted dull black on the 
If&iSBSyi will hold good for this space, in most cases, side turned toward the sun; whereas the side in darkness 
Conflicting statements as to the nature of Interstellar should be a shiny white. By this means, a maximum of 
space have often been made, not only by science Action heat is absorbed, while a minimum is lost by radiation, 
writers, but even by serious scientists. Strange as it may appear from this, it will be seen that. 

One of the questions which arise most frequently in con- once we have space-flyers, it will be possible to navigate 
nection with interplanetary travel is that of the tempera- interplanetary space without taking any artificial heat 
ture that exists in free space. Certain writers have it that along. There will be plenty of heat from the sunlight, 
space is at the absolute zero (minus 273 degrees centi- whereas very little heat will be lost through radiation. It 
grade); others say that space has no temperature of any should be noted that, under such circumstances, the animal 
kind, while still others veer toward the theory that the tern- heat of the passengers themselves will almost be sufficient 
perature is that of the melting point of certain metals. to keep the temperature within livable range. It should not 

In truth, free space itself has no temperature whatso- change greatly, no matter where the space-flyer is. 

ever. A little reflection will easily verify this. Heat exists These new thoughts bring us to all sorts of strange and 
only when there are particles of matter that will conduct hitherto almost unbelievable truths. For instance, as the 

such heat from one to another. If there gre no such particles well-known Professor Hermann Ooerth, the expert on the 

there is no temperature. In other words, temperature is the science of space-flying, points out, it will be possible to 
measure of the heat or rate of vibration of material par- approach our sun to within a few thousand miles of Its 
tides; molecules and atoms. Therefore, there can be no atmosphere. All that is required for this feat is to turn the 
measure of the temperature of space wherein there is no silver polished side of the space-flyer towards the sun while 
matter. The energy which is sent through free space, let us the black side is turned away from it. By this means, so 
say from one star to another, or from the sun to the earth, long as one keeps actually outside of the sun’s burning 
is propagated, not by heat waves, but rather by electromag- vapors, it will be possible to make observations from the 
netic waves. Such waves have no heat; but some of these space-flyer without being consumed. The reason here, of 
waves have the property of creating heat effects when they course, is that on the shiny side the sun’s rays are reflected 
strike any material body: solid, liquid, or gaseous. back to the source, while the black side, by radiation, will 

It is quite possible that, of two bodies—one black, the instantly radiate whatever heat is transmitted through the 
other white—which are moving in a parallel course at the polished side and so through the Interior of the space-flyer, 
same speed through open space, one—the black one—can A similar principle holds through for inmates of space- 

by solar radiation become red hot and the other—the white flyers who wish to leave their ship to explore space. As long 
one—remain at the absolute zero. Yet the two bodies can as they wear suitable clothes, which can be made of leather 
travel together separated by less than an inch and retain or rubber and, of course, air-proof to maintain a pressure 
these temperature values. The reason is that the heated approximately 14.7 pounds per square inch on their bodies, 
body cannot transmit its heat to the cold one because there all that is necessary is to have one side black, the other 
is nothing between the two to conduct the heat in -empty made of polished metal (which might be a light material 
space. If both were iurrounded by air, such as exists on such as aluminum foil). As long as the explorer floats with 
earth, the cold body would soon absorb the heat from the the black side turned towards the sunlight and the polished 
hot one, which in empty space is not possible. side away from it, he will be quite comfortable; and will 

Sunlight or starlight comes to us in short waves, and if Teceive sufficient energy from the sun to keep him com- 
our hypothetical body, as explained above, is red hot, it is fortable, while he will radiate the heat no faster than he 
true that by radiation it will lose some of its heat; but it gets it. For this reason, it is not necessary for him to take 
can do so only through the means of long, invisible waves. along any artificial heat, and there will be no danger of 
Black bodies have the property of absorbing a great deal his either freezing on one side or roasting on the other. 
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THE EVENING STAR 


By the Author of “The Human Termites ” “The Conquerors ” 

The Boneless Horrors ” etc. 

■ ELL him I’m busy; he’ll have to come back.’’ "Not quite that. Now and then I go down to Flagstaff 
The little white-haired man spoke without and less often I attend some scientific meeting and read a 

turning his head, so intensely interested was paper on my findings, but I suppose that ninety-nine per 

he in the vision in the telescope through which cent of the time I’ve been right at this eyepiece.’’ 
be was looking. “I envy you, Percy. I’ve been only to Australia and Gobi 

The assistant scratched his head in perplexity. and two years in Greenland and some more in Central 

"But he seems bound to see you,’’ he stammered at last. Africa, but you’ve been, at least so far as your sight is 

"Tell him I’ll attend to him tomorrow.” concerned, to the furthermost parts of the universe." 

The young man left the observatory and the little man, Percy Whitland sighed and closed his eyes as he mur- 
in perfect silence, again gave his un¬ 
divided attention to the stars. 

But his solitude was again broken by 
the sound of a hearty greeting. Before 
he had time to turn around with a 
reprimand, strong arms had seized him 
and swept him from his seat, lifting 
him up in the air. Angrily, he turned 
on his assailant, but his frown changed 
to a look of astonishment, and then a 
smile. 

"Harry, dear lad!" he cried, "Where 
did you come from? I haven’t heard 
of you for so long, that I thought you 
were lost for good in some wilderness.” 

"So, you’re really glad to see me, 

Percy?" asked Sir Harry Brunton, "You 
didn’t seem so when you told your stu¬ 
dent that I could wait till tomorrow. 

My word! Think of it! Not seeing you ..<1, 

for years and then having to wait till DR ‘ D ‘ H ' KEL1,ER “All right But first, a few questions, 

tomorrow! After all the good times we had at the old Do you really think that anywhere out there, there is 
University, too.” organic life of any kind?” 

And then the big man tenderly put the little man down “Ah! I wish I could answer that! Do you recall Giordano 
into a comfortable chair, drew another chair close, pulled Bruno? He was a man! He had the courage in 1600 to say 
out his briar pipe, filled and lit it, and, between the puffs, that lie believed there were other worlds than ours, each 
fairly beamed at his friend. with some form of life on it. They tried to make him re- 

“It’s awfully good to see you again, Harry,” whispered tract, but he held fast, and they burned him at the stake, 
the little, old man. “I suppose you’ve been into all kinds They put poor old Galileo in prison for daring to say that 
of devilment since we last met?” the earth moved around the sun, and at last, unable to 

“Hardly that; but I have stand the tortures of solitude 

knocked around a bit! I suppose j- N this marvelous sequel to “The Con- an y longer, he made a public 

you’ve sowed a fair amount of J querors,” Dr. Keller carries on the retraction. However, even as he 

wild oats yourself, eh, what?” further efforts of Sir Harry Brunton to save knelt and acknowledged the 

The astronomer laughed. t he human race from destruction. Dr. Keller error of hls former statement, 

"Not so many, Harry. You has ^ the latest deve iopments of science he murmured under his breath, 

know how I was at the Uni- <n his own ima gi na tive way to prove to us “ and V et lt doea ’move” These 

versity; always up at night that Hfe can exist on other p i anets , such as , were sorr y da ys for astron- 

looking at the pretties in the Venus. omers! Times are better now, 

skies and then so sleepy the n {$ true that> t0 our knowledge, the con- but even ln the last thlrt y 7**™ 

next day that you had to help mions on Femts> our nearest neighbor, are rva been sneered at when I’ve 

me with my lessons. Well, after not generally favorable to the presence of publicly made the statement 

I graduated, I put more than ufe mch as 0UTS , but the phenomenon of tbat there waB scientific proof 

half of the fortune I inherited oscillation, mentioned by Dr. Keller, is one ot llfe on Mars and lasted at 

into this observatory in Ari- that deserves most serious consideration. It as an utter f ° o1 when 1 sug- 

zona. I should rather have is o6 „ iOMS that ufe such as ours demands a gested that parts of Venus 

stayed in England, but the ell- condition in which the temperature does not could be inhabited by human 

matic conditions were not good vary over 0 great range; a maximum of 120 beings.” 

enough. So, I came here, and iegrees Fahrenheit and a minimum of- 60 " But do 3™ so? 

here I have been for the last &egreeg Fahrenheit , are in generah the outer Truly?” 

thirty years. I have been spend- Hmj * s of fhe temperature range possible for “ Ye9 ’ of course! But tho Idea 

ing the income from the other the existence of human life. that eyer y llttle P^net is a 

half of my fortune and a fair That such conditions might exist on Venus, Possible home of living struc- 

part of the principal in trying ^ KeUer a ffi rm s and brings forward a tureB lB not accepted by the 

to prove my one thesis, namely, greaf deoJ of scientific proof. rank and flle of modern as- 

that there is life on other „ The Evening star „ in our opinion, has tronomers. We do know what 

worlds than ours." oH the ^ and structure of o model science the BUrface temperatures of 

"And you ve been here all of I ^ c tion story. J m0Bt ot our Bolar Planets are, 

thirty years?” which is one of the most Im¬ 



mured ; 

“Not the furthermost parts, Harry; 
I have seen just a corner of space. Our 
cosmos is so vast that what the highest- 
powered telescope can see Is only an in¬ 
finitesimal part of the whole.” 

<<-«yrY word! I can’t even Imagine 
distances so great Listen, lad! 
I’ve made a long trip to talk to you 
about things out th'ere”—and he waved 
his hand toward the star-studded dome— 
"but perhaps I’ve come to the wrong 
man. Perhaps you’ll just laugh at me?” 

“I would never laugh at you, Harry," 
said the little man, gently. 

"But you know so much more than I 
do!” 

"And you know lots that I don’t 


967 



968 


SCIENCE WONDER STORIES 


portant factors. 

“When I talk about our planets I feel at home. I’m 
among neighbors, old friends. Good old Neptune and Mer¬ 
cury are just like near-by towns. I can study the canals on 
Mars and do all kinds of dreaming about Venus. And yet, 
when I seriously approach the question as to whether there 
Is life on our nearest neighbors, I waver between desire 
and hard facts. It is so hot on the surface of Mercury that 
liquids boll there, while It is so cold on Neptune that every¬ 
thing is frozen hard. Adams and St. John believe that the 
atmosphere around Mars contains only fifteen per cent of 
the oxygen that the earthly atmosphere contains. Venus 
has probably one per cent. The question is: Can life exist 
under such conditions?” 

“But what do you think?” 

“As an astronomer, I think it doubtful. As a man, I hope 
that Mars and also Venus hold beings comparable in some 
respects to us. I have tried for thirty years to prove that 
this is so. Now, Just between us two, I’m going to say that 
1 do not know" 

“How would you like to make sure?” 

"How could I do that?’’ 

“By going to Venus!" 

A Little Chat 

"JT'XCUSE me for a few nftinutes,” exclaimed the as- 

IL tronomer. suddenly galvanized into a tornado of 
actioh. For long minutes he worked with his telescope; 
then he motioned to Sir Harry to take his place at the eye¬ 
piece. The anthropologist saw a bright silver crescent that 
seemed to be enveloped in a white mist. 

“How near is it?” whispered the astronomer. 

“Near? My word! I could hit it with a rifle bullet.” 

"Think so? That’s Venus. It is getting as close to the 
earth as it ever does, and that means that when it comes 
to inferior conjunction* it will be 26,000,000 miles away 
from us. That isn’t far, of course, as stellar distances go, 
but, at the same time, it is a tidy little stretch. I under¬ 
stand that men ultimately expect to travel through the air 
at the rate of six hundred miles an hour. Going that fast, 
it would take 1805 days or 6% years of constant traveling 
to arrive at Venus. Tet you say it seems so near that you 
could hit it with a rifle bullet.” 

“And that is our nearest neighbor?” 

"Yes, excepting the moon, and Eros, a planetoid which 
occasionally gets within 14,000,000 miles of us.” 

"Do you suppose mankind will ever be able to conquer 
the problems of that space, just as they have gone down 
under the ocean in submarines and into the air in planes?" 

“You come to my rooms, Harry. I can answer that ques¬ 
tion better there. I’ll turn the work of the night over to 
one of my assistants. They thrive on responslblity. My, 
but it is good to see you!” 

Slowly he led the way out of the room which housed the 
enormous telescope. Walking, he measured barely four 
and a half feet in height. By nature a small person, he had 
been deformed by tuberculosis of the spine in childhood. 
He was a hunchback. Brunton was shocked to see how he 
limped, what ravages time had brought to that harassed 
body. The anthropologist, over six feet tall and in glorious 
health for his age, seemed by comparison to belong to a 
race of supermen. 

P ERCY WHITLAND led the way down to the rooms 
under the observatory. For years these had constituted 
his only home. Here he had studied and dreamed and 

• Inferior conjunction In this case occurs when Venus is between the 


longed for something to happen that would enable him to 
prove to his own satisfaction his theory of the existence 
of life on other worlds. In this solitary building he had 
lived a life apart from the world, having as companions 
only a few young visionary fanatics who dared to share 
his dreams. In these rooms he had silently fought dis¬ 
couragement and disease. He was growing old now, but 
although he was still defeated he was undismayed. The 
more his body withered, the more bravely he used his eyes 
and his intellect in wresting from the Universe its many 
secrets. Yet all he had accomplished was as nothing com¬ 
pared with the mighty mysteries which lay unconquered 
and Just beyond his grasp. 

A 3 Sir Harry Brunton walked behind the shrunken body 
of his former college mate, he caught a glimpse of the 
struggle of all those years and the silent heroism that had 
made the conflict endurable; and he saw more plainly than 
ever that only the mind of man matters, only the soul has 
a life that is worth-while. 

Whltland entered a large room and paused. It was a 
library, filled from the floor to ceiling with books of every 
size and description. A central table held more books. They 
overflowed the shelves and cluttered up the floor and the 
chairs. There were maps, magazines and folios. The little 
man turned on his guest with justifiable pride. 

“Here is the finest private library on astronqmy in the 
world. There are larger libraries In existence, but none 
are owned by a single person. Here I have most of the 
tomes, folios and manuscripts that were written about the 
heavens prior to the age of printing. I have the earliest 
printed books and the latest ones. I have all the astronomi¬ 
cal magazines. I am the author of some of these books and 
of at least one atlas. Men come to this room from all over 
the world just to read pages that can be seen nowhere else. 
This is my mental workshop. Here I check and recheck 
the work of the previous night. For thirty years I have 
not spared myself. No slave ever worked harder than I 
have. And why? Because I feel that each night may bring 
with it the final clue, and that clue might be lost forever 
were I to allow myself a moment’s relaxation, a night of 
pleasure, a dark hour of sleep. How can I tell when death 
will come? 

"Suppose I found an answer to my questions at the end 
of another month? What if just a little more work would 
suffice? How terrible to think of death interrupting the 
labor of thirty years when I am Just on the threshold of 
success, when I am passing from doubt to certainty! This 
is the thought that has driven me on. 

“Not a cheerful thought, you’ll say. Perhaps not, but it’s 
one that I’ve never been able to shake off. Well, you’re 
enough of a scientist to appreciate the value of such a 
collection of books. Even here in Arizona I had heard of 
your remarkable researches In anthropology. Suppose we 
go into the next room.” 

“My word! ’’ exclaimed Sir Harry, as he passed through 
the doorway. “You don’t mean to tell me that you have 
still another roomful of books?” I 

“Yes, but of an entirely different nature. In the first 
room there was nothing but cold science. Some of it has 
been shown to be false, but the men who wrote did the best 
they could. Roger Bacon, Galileo, Pythagoras, Bruno, 
Nicolaus Copernicus and many others did noble work, even 
though their conclusions have since been proven incorrect. 
But in this second room I have eliminated science and 
filled its shelves solely with the fantastic dreams, the 
stupendous hopes of men, who, never satisfied with what 
they had dreamed might happen, had placed their visions 
on paper. Here are Interplanetary tales dealing with other 



THE EVENING STAR 


969 


worlds than ours and with life on these planets of every 
possible shape, size, color and deadliness. I have a standing 
order with booksellers all over the world to send me lists 
of all such novels or short stories. I have everything by 
Verne, Wells, Servlss, Gernsback and Otto Willi Gail. 
As well as a host of other writers about the unknown. 

« A ND I not only buy these books, but I read them all! 

\ Some are good and some are poor, but they are all 
representative of a great truth. Underneath the dire hope¬ 
lessness of It, behind the impossibility, the futility of It, 
lies this fact, that mankind feels that perhaps someday 
interplanetary travel may become possible! There is always 
that hope. Of all the types of science fiction, this type is 
the most popular; the reading public demands it. Les3 
than twenty-five years ago men were laughing at Verne and 
Wells. Now they are reading about rocket-plane mail car¬ 
riers and are calmly discussing a flight to the moon. And 
here’s another interesting point. In all these travels to dis¬ 
tant stars, the adventurers from the earth always find life 
—monstrous in some respects, but with the same mental 
reactions as human beings. Who would want to read a 
story of travel to a distant planet unless life were dis¬ 
covered there? 

"So, there is the hope! The tired business man, the clerk 
and the scientist who buy the thrillers on the news stands, 
all want to read about such adventures, because they want 
to think that these may someday become actual facts. That 
is the universal hope of the race. We have conquered the 
water and the air, and now we want to explore the unlimited 
space that surrounds our earth. 

"And that hope Is my hope. I have approached it from 
the standpoint of pure science, but when I am tired, ex¬ 
hausted with my mathematical problems, I turn to these 
books and anaesthetize myself in their fancies." 

"So! You really feel, even though you can’t prove it, 
that life may exist somewhere else?” Sir Harry asked 
sympathetically. 

"Yes, though it may not be life as we understand it. It 
may be animal, vegetable or mineral. 

"Or we can look at it from another viewpoint, the old one 
of vibrations. We know that the human ear Is receptive 
to only certain sound vibrations; the human eye sees only 
a part of what there is to be seen, and so on. Suppose a race 
existed on some other planet with such a rate of vibration 
that neither the human eye nor the ear could perceive them, 
yet'in some way they were able to make themselves known 
to us? 

"These and dozens of similar hypotheses have disturbed 
my waking moments and filled my dreams for years." 

"And all these questions could be answered if explorers 
Were able to conquer space?" 

"Certainly!" 

"Do you think that sometime men will learn to do it?" 

“Yes. At the rate they are advancing now, no one can 
tell what will happen a thousand, five thousand years from 
now." 

"My word, Percy, but that’s a long time! We shall be 
dead then." 

"We certainly shall. Dead and forgotten.” 

"Yet you think the proof of other life can only be fur¬ 
nished by the actual journey to other worlds?” 

"It seems so. Of course, the radio enthusiasts think that 
they could radio to Mars if only an interplanetary code 
could be devised. Some have fancied that they have sent 
a radio wave to the moon and detected the rebound, or 
echo. It has always seemed to me that if there were beings 
alive on our planets, they would be trying as hard to com¬ 
municate with us, as we are with them, and that some day 


something ought to be accomplished. But, when everything 
is said and done and the last piece of argument has been 
stilled, the fact that remains is simply this: No one can 
tell whether or not such life exists without going there to 
make actual observations .” 

The anthropologist drew his pipe from his pocket and 
started to fill it. 

"Let’s go somewhere where we can be comfortable and 
talk a little. I have something to say to you." 

“Certainly. I have a room that has nothing in it except 
a fireplace, two easy chairs and the greatest puzzle in the 
world.” 

"That sounds interesting." 

Once in the room, Sir Harry Brunton looked around him. 
On a marble pedestal, near one wall he saw a replica of 
the Venus de Milo. 

"My word! You’re right, Percy. Woman is a puzzle that 
no man has ever solved. You must meet Charlotte. My 
word! She loves me devotedly, and yet, at times, she makes 
me feel like wilted lettuce.” 

CHAPTER II 

The Conquerors 

W HITLAND climbed into one of the great over- 
Stuffed armchairs and carefully adjusted his 
crooked spine to one of the hollows of the up¬ 
holstery. 

“I presume," he purred, “that Charlotte is a woman?” 
"She’s more than that. She’s my wife; at least, she would 
be if we could ever spend a few minutes in company with 
a preacher." 

"You don’t mean that you’re just living together?” 

"Not exactly, but—well, it’s a long story. For the last 
year Charlotte and I have been living a most unusual life 
amid most unusual surroundings and with a very odd sort 
of people. In other words, we’ve spent a year with the 
Conquerors.” 

"That doesn’t mean much to me." 

"Perhaps not. No doubt you are so interested in your 
stars that you forget to read the newspapers. The Con¬ 
querors are a race of dwarfs who claim that Intellectually 
they are at least eighty thousand years in advance of the 
average human being. They drove the inhabitants out of 
five American states, and so far as I have been able to find 
out the people have never gone back. The British Govern¬ 
ment asked me to Investigate the trouble and I did. My 
word! I went to the base of the Conquerors and became 
one of them. It was an experience. Touch and go most of 
the time, but I rendered them a service and obtained a 
promise from them that they > would not destroy the human 
race, at least not right away. Some of our party were 
liberated, but I decided to remain there as a hostage, and 
at the last moment Charlotte decided to stay with me. 

"All things considered, it has been a remarkable ex¬ 
perience, especially the part connected with Charlotte. Poor 
little girl! In love with me and yet refusing to marry me 
unless I supplied a preacher, and, at the same time, re¬ 
fusing to leave me. 

"You'll understand all this better when you meet her. 
But she is just one of my problems. These dwarfs had 
decided to wipe out our racfe. They had discovered the 
bacillus of a new disease and were going to sow this in 
profusion over the earth from their airplanes. I was for¬ 
tunate enough to play a good poker game with them and 
they reversed their program. They have something else on 
their mind, now, and until that is accomplished, they are 
going to let our race live on." 
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“Are you telling me the truth or just making up a science- 
fiction tale 7" 

“I don’t blame you for thinking it’s just another story, 
Percy, but it’s all true, just as I have told it to you. That’s 
why I’m here. These Conquerors are almost ready to send 
an expedition into space on a journey of exploration, and 
their first objective is Venus. They found out that you 
were an authority on astronomy. Of course, their idea is 
that we Middle Men, as they call us, are very far behind 
them in all scientific knowledge except astronomy. They 
have lived beneath the surface of the earth for so long 
that they have really neglected the study of the heavens. So 
they wanted an authority. At first they were going to 
kidnap you, but when I learned of it and realized that the 
man they wanted was the Percy Whitland I went to college 
with, I entered into the discussion. 

“I told them point blank that it wouldn’t do them any 
good to kidnap you, that you would die rather than be 
driven. Then I suggested that they Invite you to go with 
them, and offered to carry their invitation to you. At first 
they were suspicious, but when I showed them that they 
had in Charlotte the finest kind of hostage to insure my 
return, they consented to let me make the trip. Of course, 
it was hard on Charlotte to stay there at Reelfoot Cave all 
by herself, but she’s a true sport. So, there’s the invitation. 
Will you join our expedition to Venus?’’ 

T HE astronomer slowly dropped from the chair to the 
floor and walked over to his friend. He put one hand 
on Sir Harry’s knee and with the other seized the English¬ 
man’s right hand in a convulsive grip. 

“You’re not teasing me, are you, Harry?” the little man 
pleaded. “You aren’t just making fun of me, are you? Why, 
I would sell my soul for a chance to make a trip like that! 
Even if I died before I returned, what a wonderful end I 
would have, knowing that at last I had solved some of the 
questions that have been a nightmare to me for over thirty 
years! You say these people are actually going to Venus? 
And want me to go along with them? Listen to me. I know 
something about Venus that I have not even dared to speak 
of to my pupils. There are some things that perhaps even 
these wise men you have lived with don’t know. I shall be 
glad to share my knowledge with them if only they’ll let 
me go with them— Oh! Pshaw! The bubble of my dream 
has broken! I thought for a while that perhaps such a 
trip was possible—but of course, you are fooling!” 

And the little astronomer, this man with the brains of a 
giant and the body of a diseased child, threw himself on the 
lap of the giant in front of him and began to sob. 

“Don’t do that, Percy!” begged the anthropologist. “Why, 
you make me feel worse than Charlotte does sometimes. 
It is all true. Of course, they haven’t actually tried out 
their space machine yet, but I think it will work. It ought 
to work. They have been over a hundred years in de¬ 
signing it. They really are very brilliant, and they want 
you to go with them. And I am going too, Percy, to take 
care of you and Charlotte, and see that nothing happens 
to you. You just forget everything except that you’re going 
to have an experience no other earthling has had. How 
soon can you get ready?” 

“Very soon. It won’t take long to select a few books.” 
“How about clothes?” 

“Won’t these I have on do?” replied the happy man. 

About Some Civilizations 
“fT^HE airplane,” explained Sir Harry, "is, somewhere 
up there in the darkness. It is noiseless in its flight 
and absolutely under the control of Its pilot All he haq to 
do is to press a button now and then and the electrical 


robot does all the rest. If I had success in my request to 
you, I was to be here at 2 a. m. and flash a signal three 
times from my flash light. They will come down to the 
ground at any point we wish.” 

The two men were about a mile from the observatory. 
For over half an hour, most of which had been spent in 
silence, they had waited on the sands of the Arizona desert. 
For Percy Whitland it was the period before the curtain 
rose on the most stupendous drama of his life, but to the 
English anthropologist it was just the beginning of one day 
more. For the last fourteen months he had not only seen 
strange dramas, but had been one of the leading actors in 
them. Now he had only two dominant desires—to save his 
race, the people whom he was fond of calling human beings, 
and, second, to make Charlotte happy. 

After that, if time and opportunity should permit, he 
wanted to spend months in studying the colonies of people 
saved from the wrecks of previous civilizations. For eighty 
thousand years the Conquerors had been destroying entire 
nations, but now and then they had saved a small portion 
and allowed them to continue working out their destiny 
in splendid isolation. These remnants formed underground 
Anthropological Gardens, comparable to the finest Zoological 
Gardens in the world, and for thousands of years they had 
been so perfectly concealed that their existence was un¬ 
suspected by modern man. The Englishman longed to visit 
some of the underground caverns of the Conquerors. He 
wanted to see how the Dawn-men were living, what progress 
the Phoenicians were making and whether the Colony from 
Atlantis had preserved any records of the titanic disaster 
that had wiped out one of the continents of the earth and 
buried it under a deluge of green water and drifting weeds 
of the Sargasso Sea. 

All these thoughts came to him as he and his friend 
paced the sands, waiting for two o’clock to come. He longed 
to do all this, he wanted, in some way, to make Charlotte 
happy, but above everything else he yearned to save his 
people from an overwhelming and universal disaster. 

Suddenly he took out his flashligh't, pointed it toward 
the heavens and flashed it on and off three times. He waited 
a few seconds, turned the light on and stuck it in the sands. 
They did not have to wait long now. Silently and without 
warning, something loomed above them, a soft light ap¬ 
peared and the bulk of a plane landed noiselessly. Small 
voices greeted Sir Harry, a hasty conference was held, and 
then the little astronomer was assisted up the steps into 
the plane. Sir Harry followed him and the door was shut. 
All lights were turned off and conversation ceased. 

P ERCY WHITLAND remained silent as long as he could 
and then he asked: 

“How soon are we going to start, Harry?” 

“We have started; we are well on our way back to the 
place I call home.” 

“But there’s no noise, no vibration. I’ve never been in 
the air, but those machines that have passed over my ob¬ 
servatory always made a lot of noise.” 

“Those machines, Percy, are just children’s toys compared 
to this one. These people have a new source of power. It 
is so perfectly under control that they have practically 
eliminated all the annoying complications that the people 
of our race have to put up with when using any form of 
motor machinery. I’m not an engineer, so I can’t under¬ 
stand all of their inventions, though they have frequently 
tried to tell me about them. But it seems that their power 
is obtained from the perfect smashing up of the atom.” 
Percy Whitland rubbed his hands excitedly together. 

“I know something about that!” he whispered eagerly. 
“Fine! Perhaps that was one of the reasons why they 
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wanted you to go with us. This old bus runs rather 
smoothly, doesn’t it? In reality we are going nearly five 
hundred miles an hour and I understand their planes are 
capable of much higher speeds. Just how fast are we 
going?" 

He addressed the question to a large-headed dwarf who 
was seated in front of them. After a slight delay this 
strange-Iooking man, who was acting as pilot, replied: 

“Four hundred and fifty miles at the present time. Sir 
Harry. We should arrive at Reelfoot at daybreak." 

“That man is sitting there with folded hands, Harry.” 

"Certainly. My word! What else is there for him to do? 
The gyroscopic control of the machine keeps it at the 
proper altitude, the power flow is absolutely automatic and 
before the trip was started a radio beam was established 
between the Crater at Reelfoot and your observatory. All 
that this man had to do was to place the car in the path of 
the ray for the return journey and turn on the power. He 
regulates the speed and, to be sure, he can change his course 
if he wants to, but when the exact destination is known 
before hand, they have found that it is much better to have 
the plane guided by a selective radio beam. I understand 
our race is able to do something like that for a short dis¬ 
tance, ten or fifteen miles, to make flying in fog safe. The 
only difference is that these people are able to go around 
the world on such a beam if they want to. Usually, how¬ 
ever, they prefer their tunnel cars.” 


Charlotte 

ktttHAT do you mean by tunnel cars?” 

yy “It’s like this. These people live in caves and 
enormous craters. These places are connected by tunnels 
very much like the Holland Tube in New York. They travel 
through these tunnels or tubes in long cylindrical cars 
which are very nearly as large in diameter as the tunnels 
they dash through. They use the same motor power in these 
cars that they do in their airplanes, and I believe they are 
going to use something like that power in their space 
machines." 

“You’ve been living with them for over a year? What 
a wonderful time you must have had!” ^ 

“I suppose so. Just like living on the verge of an ex¬ 
plosion all the time; and then there was Charlotte." 

“Yes. I had forgotten her. That seems the strangest part 
to me. All the years I knew you at college you never even 
spoke to a woman. We thought you were a real woman- 
hater.” 

“Well, you see— My word! It’s hard to explain; but Miss 
Charlotte Carter is not like other women I have meet.” 

“Evidently not." 

“No. She’s different. I didn’t want her to stay. I saw 
that there would be difficulties. No other women there. No 
company for her except me, and I had to be away from her 
a lot. You see, I’m the Official Consultant to the nation.” 

“Official Consultant?” 

“Yes. They have about two hundred Specialists, three Co¬ 
ordinators and a Dictator, called The Directing Intelligence. 
Yet they wanted one of our race as a sort of general ad¬ 
visor, and selected me for the position. I had two New 
Yorkers with me at first but I was able to secure their 
release." 

“It all seems like a fantastic Alice in Wonderland tale to 
me. If it were not for this plane, I should still think I was 


dreaming." 

“That’s because you are a hermit, an Isolated scientist. 


You’re like a man I once heard of, who awoke in the morn¬ 


ing and saw a pair of arms on the top of his bed. He called 
his wife and asked her whose arms they were. She said 
they were his arms. He started to move them around. At 


last he told her'that she was right, but he was not sure 
till he found that they were attached to him and that he 
could use them. My word! Seems to me you ought to be¬ 
lieve me.” 

“I believe you, Harry, just as much as I can.” 

J UST then dawn came and with it Reelfoot Lake and the 
Crater. Gentle in its flight as a falling feather,The air 
machine settled on the edge of the precipice. The anthro¬ 
pologist opened the door, stepped out, assisted the as¬ 
tronomer, thanked the pilot and led the way to the apart¬ 
ment where Miss Charlotte Carter awaited them. 

“No use telling the Co-ordinators that I succeeded in 
bringing you back with me,” explained Sir Harry. “They 
have radio-television that enables them to follow a man very 
accurately at a distance and not only see him but hear his 
words. Allow me to Introduce my fellow anthropologist, 
Miss Charlotte Carter, lately of Virginia.” 

Whitland bowed and gently took the lady’s hand. 

“I’m proud to meet you. Harry and I went through 
Oxford together and, though we haven’t seen each other 
much since then, we’ve never lost our love for each other. 
I’m glad he found you.” 

“That was nicely said,” answered the white-haired lady. 
“Of course, he’s told you about my being here. He wanted 
me to go when the others left, but I just couldn’t bear to 
leave him alone among strangers for the rest of his life— 
So I stayed. We are to be married as soon as we find a 
preacher.” 

“And in the meantime she helps me forget my worries, 
Percy,” chimed in Sir Harry. “Come, let’s have some break¬ 
fast” 

He pushed a button on the wall; a hitherto unseen door 
opened and a table, set for three, rolled into the room. Miss 
Carter made a charming hostess and, in spite of the unusual 
surroundings and strange food, the visitor ate heartily. 

"I think you’d better rest now, Percy,” suggested the 
Englishman. “You’ve had rather an exciting night; you're 
not very strong and you’ll feel better for a little sleep. I’m 
going to show you to your room and we’ll have dinner when 
you awake. Best not think about all this. Just rest and 
forget everything except your happiness in the prospect of 
accomplishing your great desire.” 

The big man did not leave his friend till he had seen him 
safely tucked away under the covers of a bed. Then Brunton 
started to leave the room; Whitland called him back. 

“I think Miss Carter is very lovely, Harry. You ought to 
be congratulated—on your fellow anthropologist.” 

Sir Harry patted the little man on the shoulder. 

“That’s splendid, Percy, I’m glad you like her. We’ro 
going to be so happy to have you with us, old chap.” 
When he left the room this time Whitland fell asleep. 

CHAPTER III 

* A Peculiar Man 

S IR HARRY found one of the Co-ordinators waiting for 
him in the living room of the apartment. 

"It Is well to note, Sir Harry,” the dwarf said 
soberly, “that it all turned out just as you said. We were 
confident that you would come back, but we were not at all 
sure that the astronomer would return with you willingly.” 

"He was more than willing. Let me tell you something,” 
Brunton nodded confidentially. “He is a very brilliantly 
educated man; in fact, I think he is far ahead of any as¬ 
tronomer in my race. Of eourse, I can’t tell how his mind 
compares with the mind of your Specialist in Astronomy, 
but it is my opinion that he will make a valuable addi¬ 
tion to the scientific group who are working out the details 
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of our trip to Venus.” 

“What does lie think of the possibility of life on that 
planet?” 

“He considers that it can only be proven by actually 
going there. At the same time, he feels that there 1 b as 
much chance of our finding life as of not finding it.” 

“What does he think of the complete disintegration of 
the atom?” 

“Frankly, I don’t know. But he intimated that he knew 
a great deal about the atom.” 

“He is certainly a very peculiar man. Did you notice 
anything remarkable about his body?” 

“No. He just looks a little weaker and a good deal older 
than he was when I knew him back in college." 

“I see. He always has been the way he is now,” the dwarf 
reflected. “Some of our specialists have had a peculiar idea 
about him. That will be developed later on. The Directing 
Intelligence will arrive tomorrow for a conference and then 
we will start the final preparations for the trip. Have you 
anything to do this evening?” 

“Not a thing.” 

“Then a few of us will stop in for a game of poker. Since 
you gave us that treatment and started to teach us the 
game, some of us have given it a good deal of thought. You 
recall that you said one of the greatest factors in the pre¬ 
vious decline of our national psychle ability was the fact 
that we had ceased to play.” 

“Well, you ought to make fine card players. You have 
what the Americans call perfect poker faces.” 

“Explain just what you mean by that." 

“It means that you must never indicate by your faces 
what your feelings are, if any. In fact, having no feelings, 
you betray no elation or despair. No matter if you knew 
from the very first that your opponents could defeat you, 
you would never show it by any emotional change in your 
face.” 

“I understand now. It is something that we can’t help. 
We three Co-ordinators will drop in tonight. Do you sup¬ 
pose the astronomer plays?” 

"My word! How should I know?” 

“You will find out. I’ll bring some of our old gold pieces 
around for chips.” 

It was late in the afternoon before Whitland awoke. He 
found his friend reading by his bedside. It seemed hard for 
the little man to orient himself. 

“Is that you, Harry? Where are we?” he asked. 

"How odd! Don’t you remember? At present you’re in 
my private apartment in the Reelfoot Crater, one of the 
principal bases of the Conquerors. You came with me last 
night from Arizona, because I told you that you could go 
with us to Venus.” 

“That’s right. I- recall now. And it must all be true. 
What a peculiar light!” 

“It certainly is. These fellows have certainly solved the 
problem of illumination. It comes from a cold heat and 
their specialists say that it has no harmful effect on the 
retina. Better take a tub and dress. Our friends have asked 
that you wear the costume of a Specialist. It may seem 
odd at first, blit I can see some advantage to it Then we’ll 
have dinner and later on some of them are going to drop 
in for a game of poker. Do you play?” 

“Never have.” 

“Imagine that, when you could have used the Btars for 
chips in a game with a-fellow sky-gazer. I’ll bet you can 
learn.” 

"I hope so.” 

A Revelation 

BRING the past year the Directing Intelligence, the 
three CO-ordinators and Sir Harry had held many 


a conference. Sir Harry was asked his opinion on every 
subject under discussion and, while his advice was often 
disregarded, it was weighed Boberly enough to make him 
feel that he was considered a valuable member of the nation 
of Conquerors. 

The morning after the poker game another conference 
was held, but at this one the guest from Arizona was 
present. As usual, the Directing Intelligence lost no time 
in starting the conversation. 

“You may think it odd, Mr. Whitland, that we asked you 
to come here to assist us in our interplanetary journey. 
You may feel that we are strangers to you. In reality, we 
have been in very close touch with you and your work for 
a good many years." 

“I’m surprised to hear that” 

“You won’t be when I finish. Long ago we had some 
fairly fine telescopes and did all our own astronomical 
work. But we realized many centuries ago that in order 
to investigate the stars properly we had to have telescopes 
of great size, and these had to be in clear open places free 
from dust, mist and vapors. We could not make and use 
Buch telescopes ourselves, because of our desire to remain 
unknown. We were not yet ready to announce our existence 
to the Middle Men. So we started to experiment. We sent 
agents out to the surface. 

"One of them helped Piazzi on his career, so that he dis¬ 
covered Ceres in 1801. Previously, in 1781, with a telescope 
that we indrectly paid for, Sir William Herschel had dis¬ 
covered Uranus. We were directly interested in the work 
of Professor Adams of Cambridge and that of the French¬ 
man, Leverrler. 

"When you were still a boy our attention was called to 
you in many ways. We helped you through your University, 
and in the year of your graduation made you a rich man. 
Perhaps you were always doubtful as to how the uncle who 
left you his fortune had acquired his wealth. You can guess 
now. We wanted you to discover the truth of certain Un¬ 
answered questions which we felt were vital to the success 
of our undertaking. The exploration of the skies year after 
year was necessary for this. You did that for us as we 
knew you would. Our psychic life was at a low ebb by that 
time. We lacked initiative. But Sir Harry, by his dis¬ 
covery of the specific hormones that our bodies lacked, has 
restored us to our former mental alertness For that, we are 
indebted to him. 

“So thirty years ago, whefi you started to devote your 
life to astronomy, we felt you were working for us, as your 
special hobby was Venus, the ‘evening star.’ That planet is 
the objective point of our first space journey. We wanted 
you to go with us, for many reasons, but before we started 
we felt the need of your investigation of the whole problem 
of interplanetary forces. There were other questions we 
wanted your advice on, too.” 

“May I ask a question?” said Whitland. 

“Yes.” The Directing Intelligence nodded his head in a 
regal manner. 

“Why do you wish to go to Venus?” 

“There are several reasons,” the dwarf answered. “The 
first is biological. As you probably do not know, we are an 
emotionless race. We were made so partly by our conscious 
stifling of all emotions and partly by climatic forces. We 
discovered that the action of the sun’s rays was responsible 
for most of the emotions. That is why your southern races 
are so noticeably unstable emotionally, while northerners 
are more calm and in control of themselves. 

“For this reason we moved into caverns and away from 
the rays of the sun, many, many thousands of years ago. 
Now that we wish to expand our nation it becomes necessary 
to come out to the surface. The earth is still too much 
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exposed to the sun’s ray§. But Venus, we know, is well pro* 
tected by its great layers of clouds. If therefore, our ex¬ 
pedition is a success, and the conditions on Venus are 
favorable, the whole nation will be removed.” 

“You honor me in offering me a part in this,” was Whit- 
land’s modest answer. 

»\ tOT at all. In the first place, the word honor is prac- 
tically unknown to us. Now there is one part of 
your life that is more than of Interest to us. In fact, it is 
one of our greatest reasons for determining to destroy the 
Middle Men as soon as we return from Venus. They would 
have been destroyed ere now had it not been for Sir Harry 
Brunton. I suppose you understand what atavism is?” 

“Not entirely. You see, that deals with biology, and I 
have not thought much about that science during the last 
thirty years.” 

"I’ll explain it to you, then. Occasionally an individual is 
born with the physical or mental traits common to a species 
that existed ten thousand or a hundred thousand years ago. 
Examples are the Darwinian tubercle on the ear, unusual 
remnants of hair on the body, peculiarly shaped teeth, web¬ 
bed fingers, persistence of ancient sounds in infantile 
speech, cervical ribs and a hundred other anomalies, show¬ 
ing evidences of the pit from which mankind has slowly 
climbed to its present height. 

“We all realize that there is such a thing as atavism, 
and it has never worried us, because we understand it. But 
suppose we take the exact opposite. What would be the 
result if, in every generation, there were ten individuals 
born who were physically and mentally ten thousand, fifty 
thousand years ahead of their times? What would happen 
if these ten found each other and organized for the defense 
of their race against us? Of course, if we were fortunate, 
we could identify all these individuals and block them in 
some way, even kill them. But suppose they became too 
clever for us! We went into every phase of this danger, 
and at last decided that it was so important that the only 
safe plan was to destroy the source by blotting out your 
race.” 

"This is very interesting to me,” interrupted Sir Harry. 
“As an anthropologist I am well acquainted with the prob¬ 
lem of atavism. That is simply the result of inheriting 
traits from remote ancestors rather than recent ones. But 
how can an individual inherit traits from generations yet 
unborn?” 

“You have a perfect right to say that the future genera¬ 
tions are as yet unborn, but that does not mean that they 
don’t exist. We believe that the future does exist, but in 
a different time dimension. It is true that no two bodies 
can occupy the same space at the same time, but perhaps 
two bodies could occupy the same space at different times. 
That is as far as I can go just now in the explanation, but 
we have certain examples of life that make us feel that, 
when a child is formed, there is possibly a fusion of the 
child of 1931 and the child of 9931. As there would be only 
one body the result would not be like the average human 
being of either age, but the Intelligence would be far above 
that of the ordinary Middle Man of what you call the human 
race. Now, I am going to ask Mr. Whitland a question or 
two. Have you ever found any physicians who explained, 
to your satisfaction, why that ego of yours that you Middle 
Men call soul is occupying a body so unlike Sir Harry’s 
and so much like mine?” 

not to my satisfaction. Most of them said that it 

X w was the result of tuberculosis, others spoke of intra¬ 
uterine rickets, and still others mentioned dysfunction of 
the glands of internal secretion. I have not seen a doctor 


lor thirty years. I lost faith in them and stayed away.” 

"Were your parents normal and healthy persons?” 

“I never knew. They died when I was young." 

“Have you felt a close relationship with the men and 
women of your generation?" 

“I never had a real friend eicept Sir Harry Brunton. I 
always felt shy on account of my deformity and my differ¬ 
ence of intellectual interests. Others thought that my in¬ 
tense specialization was rather queer." 

"Have you ever had an operation or accident in which 
you lost blood? Was your blood ever examined?" 

“Yes. While I was at Oxford a pathologist examined my 
blood and said that I had a great excess of white corpuscles. 
He thought that a fatal condition; but I am still alive.” 

“You, of course, have no objection if we examine your 
blood?” 

“Not at all.” 

“Very well. We will send for our Specialist in Pathology.” 

This Specialist must have been previously summoned, for 
he entered the room at once. The Directing Intelligence 
ordered him to make an examination of the blood of the 
astronomer. 

A lancet was plunged into the ear lobe, and glass slides 
and pipettes prepared to receive it The Conquerors gath¬ 
ered around the man from Arizona. Even Sir Harry peeped 
over their heads. 

The blood flowed white from the wounded ear. 

“The ichor of the Gods!" said the Directing Intelligence 
without emotion. “We were right Mr. Whitland is not a 
Middle Man. He does not belong to the human race of 1930. 
On the contrary, he is one of our nation, being undoubtedly 
the descendant of one of our agents, these having from 
time to time intermarried with women of the Middle Men. 
He is what you call a Conqueror.” 


With His Own People 


W HITLAND swayed a little and might have fallen, 
had not Sir Harry caught him. Then he recovered 
himself and smiled. 

“That is good news. Instead of being with strangers, I 
am wonderfully blessed by being among my own people. I 
may have been born fifty thousand years too soon, but you 
have made it possible for me to leap across the centuries 
- and spend my last years with those of my same generation. 
It makes me more anxious than ever to help you in any 
way I can.” 

“We will have another consultation tomorrow,” concluded 
the Directing Intelligence, nodding. “It is well that we 
have you here—as one of us. Had you recognized your 
power it might have been necessary to blot out your exis¬ 
tence in some way. As you are a member of our nation, we 
want you to live as long as you are useful to us. Still, the 
very fact that you have proved to us, by your blood and 
intelligence, that reverse atavism is possible, makes me 
more determined than ever to destroy the present race of 
Middle Men, saving only about two hundred who are to 
form the New York Colony.” 

“And I have always said,” added Sir Harry, “that a 
civilization that cannot defend itself against any danger 
is no longer worthy of existence. I can say that because I, 
also, am a Conqueror. Of course, I have asked that their 
destruction be postponed till we return from Venus. But 
though the debacle is postponed, it is inevitable." 

The four Conquerors and the two Middle Men Btood up as 
the conference adjourned. The Englishman, looking at the 
five small men, was astonished to find, now that there was 
an opportunity for comparison, how very similar Percy 
Whitland was to the members of that strange race. There 
was a difference; his head was not quite so large, his hands 
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were smaller and his lower limbs more sturdy. The fore¬ 
head was less prominent, the lower jaw more developed; 
yet the general resemblance was marked. 

The two college chums returned to the Brunton apartment 
where Miss Carter was waiting for them. 

“Did anything new happen?" she asked. 

“My word, yes!” her lover replied. "They have been in¬ 
vestigating Percy and think he is a case of reversed atavism 
or something like that. They have examined his blood and 
claim that he has the same ichor in his veins that they 
have. They claimed him as a brother at once and made no 
end of fuss over him. At the same time they are determined 
to kill the rest of our race—when we come back from our 
space trip.” 

“I don’t think Mr. Whitland is at all like them. It Is 
horrid in them to even think so.” 

"Well, it doesn’t make any difference. I am glad that he’s 
here arjth us. He’s going to be a big help in many ways. 
He may have ichor in his veins, but he has a heart in him 
that is as big as all out doors.” 

CHAPTER IV 

The Space Machine 

E are showing you this machine and explaining it 
to you so you can point out its weaknesses to us, 
if there are any," explained the Specialist in Avia¬ 
tion. "We feel that we have taken into consideration every 
possible factor, but we want to make certain." 

The party of Specialists, with Percy Whltland and Sir 
Harry, were standing alongside of the Bpace machine, con¬ 
structed to carry a goodly load of the nation of Conquerors 
on their journey of exploration. It was a cigar-shaped air¬ 
craft, nearly six hundred feet long and a hundred and fifty 
feet high. The bottom rested on a long slanting earth 
groove, the machine rising into the air at an angle of 45 
degrees. The surface was of metal, so highly polished that 
it was hard to tell where the metal body and the thick 
glass windows Joined. The party took an elevator and 
descended to the bottom of the hole, where the rear end of 
the new machine lay comfortable and safe on pneumatic 
cushions, reinforced with powerful spiral springs. At the 
very end four openings showed jet black against the clear¬ 
ness of the polished metal. Fifty feet from the end there 
were other black openings arranged like beads around the 
circumference, at equal distances from each other. 

“This is a perfectly constructed rocket ship," explained 
the Specialist responsible for the ship’s construction. “The 
forward motion depends on the four rear tubes; the steer¬ 
ing is done by making use of selective combinations of the 
other tubes further front. The ship itself is made of three 
layers of beryllium, between which are almost perfect 
vacuums. The beryllium weighs one-third of an equal 
volume of aluminum. We have solved to our satisfaction 
most of the problems which, so far, have kept us on this 
earth. We feel that, once we ascend beyond the atmosphere 
of the earth, we shall have no trouble in going through 
space, at a speed thus far considered Impossible. The first 
problem is to overcome the gravitation of the earth. I 
wish you would give us your figures on that to see if ours 
harmonize.” 

“Well,” replied Whitland. “To be on the safe side, I think 
that your space ship ought to leave the earth at a speed of 
six miles a second. That would be nearly 360 'miles the 
first minute and by that time the ship would be well out¬ 
side the earth’s atmosphere. Of course, it would have to 
keep on going; otherwise it would be captured and become 
a satellite like the moon. Once your car is sufficiently be¬ 
yond the heavy gravitational pull of the earth, it can attain 


quite a respectable speed and keep on going until it gets 
within the gravitational influence of Venus. Your ship will 
be moving in space that is relatively empty. It has always 
been my idea that a properly propelled Bhlp could be made 
to travel with the same speed that our earth does about the 
sun, approximately 18% miles a second, or about 1,000 times 
the speed of the fastest express train. Of course, such a 
speed can only be obtained in space where there is no at¬ 
mosphere.” 

“■yOUagree with us then that space Is relatively empty?” 

j[ “Absolutely.” 

“Then we are not apt to be Impeded by friction. What 
other dangers are there?” 

“How about your supply of oxygen?" Whitland asked. 

"That has been arranged for. We will make it as we 
need it, and we can remove the carbonic acid gas. Our food 
supply is also going to be adequate.” 

“Is your ship so tight that it will hold its air when it is 
in the almost perfect vacuum of space?” 

"Yes.” 

"Well, of course, there is the great danger from meteors, 
but mathematically your chances of avoiding them are very 
good. What have you done to slide into the atmosphere of 
Venus so slowly that you won’t heat the ship to such a 
temperature that life within it will be destroyed?” 

"A very good question. Just as soon as we approach the 
atmosphere of Venus, we will turn off all our power except 
just enough to guide the ship, so that we will enter the 
atmosphere in a slanting direction. Then we will start 
some shots from the rockets on the front of the ship, and 
these will act like a brake. Our mathematicians have cal¬ 
culated that we shall be able to take our time descending 
to the Venusian surface, once we enter her atmosphere.” 

"Then all that remains is to determine whether your 
source of power is adequate for the trip.” 

"That’s all. You had an example of it in you* air trip here 
from Arizona." 

"I understand that you destroy the atom?” 

"Completely. By means of an extraordinarily high voltage 
we are able to break down the atom and release its energy. 
Breaking down carbon, for example, gives us 18,000 million 
times the amount of energy we should obtain if we simply 
burned it as coal. This energy we use for our rocket ex¬ 
plosion. It is being done all the time in the universe around 
us, in the suns and stars in space.” 

"Yes,” agreed Percy Whitland slowly, "there is no doubt 
that the complete destruction of matter in space is respon¬ 
sible for the highly penetrating rays that are constantly 
battering the atmosphere of the earth. It is probably this 
force that keeps alive the sun and stars." 

"Have you any suggestions to make, Mr. Whitland?" 

"Not now. I shall have to think it over." 

Just then a message came from the Directing Intelligence, 
stating that he Intended to call on the astronomer that eve¬ 
ning. 

"You are becoming popular,” commented Sir Harry. “A 
little more and I am going to become jealous of you. My 
word! It’s Mr. Whitland here and Mr. Whitland there, and 
they seem to forget that I exist.” 

The little man laughed at him/ 

"Forget it, Harry. I’m just a new toy for them to play 
with. When they want action, they’ll come to you. I’m not 
forgetting you. I have a surprise for yoj).and Miss Carter 
that I’m going to spring on you some day.” 

The Objective Point 

“T UNDERSTAND,” said the Directing Intelligence that 
evening to Whltland, "that your ideas of conditions on 



THE EVENING STAR 


975 


the planet Venus are different from those of most as* 
tronomers. Is that true?" 

There was only one other at this conference, namely Sir 
Harry Brunton. For some reasons best known to himself 
the Directing Intelligence had thought it best not to have 
the three Co-ordinators present. 


A Confession 

T HIS caused our friends from the earth’s surface a con¬ 
siderable amount of surprise, for in all previous meet¬ 
ings the Directing Intelligence had always had his three 
Coordinators present. It seemed therefore to Sir Harry 
that there had been some changes in the relationship ra¬ 
ising between the Directing Intelligence and his sub¬ 
ordinates. 

Sir Harry’s comment on this strange event was to wink 
at Percy Whitland significantly. 

“I suppose you are right when you say I differ from 
them,” replied the astronomer from Arizona, "for I repre¬ 
sent the hopeless minority. I think we all see the same 
things, but we differ in our interpretation. In the 17th 
century Blanchini, the Italian astronomer, made frequent 
observations and drew maps of what he claimed to have 
seen on Venus. The interesting thing about those maps 
was that the continents were of the same size and shape on 
both hemispheres, that is, on both sides of the planet. It 
remained for another Italian, Schiaparelli, to point the way 
to the great truth behind this similarity of the two maps. 
What the first Italian thought to be two hemispheres were 
in reality one. Venus’ period of rotation on its own axis Is 
the same, practically, as its period of revolution about the 
sun. This is comparable, then, to the movement of the 
earth about the moon and demonstrates that Venus always 
presents the same face to the sun as it circles around it 
during its year of 225 of our days. Schiaparelli watched 
the 'evening star’ night after night and month after month, 
and found that the surface markings never changed. 

“His conclusion was that there are two distinct portions 
to Venus, a dark half of intense cold and a light half of 
intense heat, at least sixty degrees hotter than it ever be¬ 
comes on the Earth. On the basis of that discovery almost 
every astronomer in the world believes that life is impos¬ 
sible on Venus.” 

“And you?” 

“Oh! I had to be different That was my hobby. I felt 
that there ought to be life there; so I started out to prove 
it. But before I go on with my opinion, suppose I describe 
to you the geography of Venus as it is generally accepted 
by my co-workers. The hemisphere that faces the sun seems 
to be a desert wind-swept and sun-baked. Dust storms of 
great velocity sweep over it, polishing its dirt floor till it 
becomes smooth as marble. Great crevasses extend in every 
direction where the heat-tortured surfaces have been torn 
apart by the thermal changes. Every drop of moisture is 
carried into the upper atmosphere by the heated winds. 
These blow high into the air and then roar to right and 
left, till they reach the dark edges of the other dismal 
hemisphere which never knows the piercing rays of the 
sun. Those moisture-laden winds, those water-bearing 
clouds, entering the land of perpetual darkness, condense 
and pour down their burden of moisture. First it descends 
as rain, but as soon as the darkness gathers into a more 
Stygian gloom, it becomes a blizzard, a snow such as no 
earthly eye has. ever witnessed. These blizzards have been 
going on for thousands and hundreds of thousands of years. 


All of that dark side of Venus is covered with a perpetual 
mantle of snow over a layer of ice and it all rests under 
an eternity of desolate midnight. The cold wind, with all 
its moisture taisn from it, curves around till once again 
it comes into the land of perpetual sunlight, where it picks 
up more water in the form of vapor from the heat-tortured 
desert. 


“/TtHAT is the way Venus would look if we could see all 

_|_ of her. One-half of it baking desert, the other half 
covered by glacial ice and heaps of everlasting snow. But 
around the south pole rise lofty mountains, whose peaks we 
can see projecting like warning fingers above the clouds of 
heated moisture. Those mountains must be over twenty 
miles high, perhaps higher.” 

“What a fascinating spectacle it would make to be out 
in the emptiness of spaee and with a powerful telescope to 
watch the eternal eycles of climate on that mysterious 
planet. Or to be an ageless observer, who has seen the 
evolution of the planet from time immemorial. 

“One could have observed not only the evolution of Venus 
from the day she was flung off from the sun as a glowing 
mass of lava—but also the catastrophe—the collision be¬ 
tween the sun and a visitor from space that brought all the 
planets into existence. 

“It should make one feel a little humble when he com¬ 
pares his own little life span; his own little powers and 
intelligence with those mighty forces that have made our 
planets and cause them to speed ceaselessly around our 
sun." 

Whitland seemed to be afire with the glowing enthusiasm 
about his subject. It was with a great effort that he sud¬ 
denly remembered where he was and that he had wandered 
far from the subject of their discussion. 

"We were talking about the violent contrasts of the cli¬ 
mates on Venus," he said meekly. 

“My word!” said Sir Harry. "And yet you think there Is 
life there ? Hot as hell on one side, and cold as hell frozen 
over on the other, and no place to go! Where could they 
live, those dwellers in Venus? What will happen to us if 
we ever arrive there? 

“Do you think that you really know enough about Venus 
from your observations to really predict what we might 
find there?” 

"That is a very pertinent question," commented the Di¬ 
recting Intelligence. "You see it is unfortunately true that 
during the past fifty thousand years our environment has 
changed but little. 

"It Is therefore true that we have not developed resource¬ 
fulness to the same degree that you primitive Middle Men 
have. I am very much afraid that if we were to meet with 
very unusual conditions that we might not know how to 
cope with them. That is one of the chief reasons for taking 
you Middle Men along with us. 

“I haven’t finished," said Whitland, smiling at the hasty 
conclusion of his giant friend. "I Btarted to study Venus 
from my observatory in Arizona, and my photographs 
showed peculiar markings on the planet which made it look 
like a wheel with dark lines as spokes, and those spokes 
never varied. 

“From my observations I deduced that while Venus 
always presented the same face, to the sun there was a 
Blight shifting every four months in the position of a band 
or zone, due to the inclination of the axis of the planet. 
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Now whepever this oscillation occurs, a long strip of 
land extending from pole' to pole and about one hundred 
miles wide is brought from its state of sunlessness into 
the sunlit area. It remains in the full glare of the sun’s 
rays for four months and then slowly goes back into"the 
shadowless night of the doomed land. The same has hap¬ 
pened upon a similar area one hundred miles wide on the 
other side of the planet, which now turns Its glaciers 
toward the sun, and four months later goes back again. 

“Can’t you imagine what happens? Venus is 30,000,000 
miles nearer the sun than the Earth is. The temperature 
on the hot side Is perhaps twice that of the Earth. Within , 
a few days a strip of glaciers, enormous piles of ice and 
snow, are suddenly exposed to the Intense heat of a tropical 
summer. Naturally the ice and snow melt, and a flood of 
water rushes headlong down In mighty rivers out to the 
torrid deserts of the Venusian hell. These rivers are per¬ 
haps five hundred miles wide as they leave their source in 
the melting snow mountains. As they rush over the baked 
mud, more and more of the water sinks into the hot dirt 
and the rivers become narrower. At last they are exposed 
to the full heat of the torrid sunlight and wither away into 
clouds of steam, which, carried to the atmospheric belt of 
the planet, once again turn into the snow and ice of the 
Qold storage half of this peculiar world. 

"There must be enormous clouds of steam-filled air, and 
I am sure that it is due to these clouds that we cannot see 
any of the surface distinctly except the lofty mountains 
around the south pole. We are told that Venus has an 
atmosphere but that It is so attenuated that life cannot exist 
there and that what atmosphere there is has no oxygen. I 
believe that this Is not correct Where there is so much 
water, there must be oxygen. 

“If we look at the 'evening star’ from this point of view, 
we see that one side Is torrid and the other side more than 
frigid, but between these two extremes Is a circular strip 
of land, several hundred miles wide and twenty thousand 
miles long, that is neither very hot nor very cold. If people 
lived there, they would always see the sun low in the sky, 
and have pleasant conditions with regard to both light and 
heat. There would be abundance of water for agriculture. 
It seems to me that there Is everything there to allow a 
splendid civilization to develop. There is also another point 
to be considered. What effect has a covering blanket of 
moisture-laden clouds, fifteen or more miles In thickness, 
on the heat that pours down from the sun? Perhaps con¬ 
ditions there are more livable than we imagine.” 

«vrOU present an excellent argument,” said the Direct- 

X ing Intelligence. “Yet there must be a great many 
weaknesses In It, for, according to your own statement, not 
a single one of your astronomers agrees with you.” 

"I know that. But at the same time I believe I am more 
nearly right than they are. You see, my telescope, the one 
I was working with In Arizona, Is practically the largest 
one in the world, with a four hundred inch mirror. Its 
size was made possible by the development of the use of 
fuzed quartz. I can obtain much sharper details on my 
photographic plates than others can. In fact, I obtain a 
picture of Venus entirely different from that of any other 
astronomer. But, after all, it is simply a matter of Inter¬ 
pretation. For years we have worked and studied and 
plotted and tried to explain the canals of Mars, and now, 
Hopewell, the famous astronomer, says there are no canals 
—that they have not been able to withstand the acid test 
of photography. I showed him my pictures of Mars, and 
he simply shook his head and said that they were not 
canals, but that he did not know what they were. I think 


that sometimes the best of us think a thlpg so long and 
so hard that we end up by believing it.” 

The Directing Intelligence stood up, signifying that the 
interview was at an end. 

“We will try It. There are still some questions that can¬ 
not be answered at the present time, but we will find the 
truth eventually. If we succeed, our race will indeed be 
worthy of the name of Conquerors. If we fall, we will die 
in empty space or on some planet that for the first time 
will feel the presence of human life. I—” 

There was a slight buzzing of an Instrument on his 
. table. He adjusted a pair of earphones and then spoke some 
words. Immediately one of the Co-ordinators entered the 
room. While his face wore the usual expressionless gaze, 
there was something in his eyes that Indicated news of the 
greatest importance. He lost no time in making known 
his errand. 

“We have just been receiving some unusual messages at 
our radio-receiving station. We thought that you might 
like to know of these at once.” 

The Directing Intelligence nodded. 

"What is it?” he asked. 

"For several hours we have been receiving very strange 
communications. At first we thpught they were in code, 
but then it dawned on us that someone was trying to com¬ 
municate to us in actual language. We decided to call In 
the Specialist in Philology and he told us that every time 
the message came it was in a different language, but that 
each time it meant the same thing. For a long time the 
dead languages of the Middle Men were used—ancient 
Chaldean, Egyptian, Greek, Basque, the old Gaelic, and a 
dozen of others. Then came medieval languages and modern 
—Italian, English, Russian, and other European languages 
—and finally, as if to show their thorough mastery of every 
language, they sent the message in our own tongue: first, 
as we spoke it ten thousand years ago, and later on Just 
as we use it today. I suppose that message came in over a 
hundred different forms.” 

“It’s easy to understand why it came that way,” com¬ 
mented the Directing Intelligence, “for whoever was send¬ 
ing it was not sure of the language that was being spoken 
here and In order to make sure that It would be understood 
he used every language of every age. What was the mes¬ 
sage?” 

"A peculiar, one. Simply this: 

“ ‘Follow Number 85.’ ” 

“That’s very interesting. What does it mean?” asked 
the leader of the Conquerors. 

“We don’t know. That was why we wanted you to know 
of It at once. You, as the Directing Intelligence, are all¬ 
wise.” 

The Directing Intelligence turned to Brunton. “I am 
afraid my people will need another treatment from you. 
You see, they rely on me completely. They have no 
initiative.” 

Then, turning back to the stolid Co-ordinator: 

“I do not understand It Broadcast the question at once 
to every Specialist, ‘What does 85 mean in connection 
with this messaget' Say that an answer is to be given at 
once. I will await a report.” 

He waited. Specialists in America, in Africa, in Asia, 
in Australia caught the question flying with the speed of 
light through the air and reluctantly replied that they did 
not know. As answer after answer was flashed back it 
was more and more apparent that the question wotild re¬ 
main unsolved. Meanwhile Whitland and Brunton had 
been dismissed and, at Whltland’s suggestion, had gone to 
visit the central radio station of the Conquerors. 
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CHAPTER V 

The Middle Men Report 

“JT was the next day when the two men, haggard and 

J_ weary, appeared before the Directing Intelligence. 

“Haye you found the meaning of that strange mes¬ 
sage?” asked Whltland. 

The dwarf shook hiB head. "I have two hundred negative 
replies from two hundred Specialists." 

"I think we have found an answer,” Whitland said 
calmly. 

The Directing Intelligence fixed keen eyes on the as¬ 
tronomer. 

“Since we left you, we have spent most of the time at 
your radio station,” Whltland began. “Working in coopera¬ 
tion with Its controller, we have been able to determine the 
general direction of the source of those messages." 

“And that is—” 

“From interplanetary space!” 

Only the faintest movement of the Directing Intelli¬ 
gence’s eyes betrayed any excitement over this astounding 
news. 

“Furthermore,” Whltland continued, “the messages seem 
to come from the general direction of Venus, which is 
approaching inferior conjunction with the Earth. 

“We can not say positively that the messages do come 
from Venus. But there is a likelihood that if there were 
intelligent beings on that planet and they wanted to com¬ 
municate with the Earth, they would avail themselves of 
this opportunity when the two planets are closest to each 
other.” 

Another flicker of the Director’s eyelids Indicated that he 
was closely following Whitland’s exposition. 

"Now,” continued Whitland, excitedly, “there remained 
the big question to settle! Suppose Intelligent beings were 
communicating with us, what would their message mean? 
Remember that they said 'Follow number 86.’ They evi¬ 
dently wanted the message to reach only beings whose 
knowledge Is sufficient to penetrate the meaning of this 
apparent code. And if we could do that, the Venusians, If 
Venuslans they are, wished us to have a means of finding 
them.” 

He paused for a moment to regain his breath. Brunton 
placed a supporting hand on the little man’s arm, mean¬ 
while looking at him in admiration. 

“Now I deduced at once, that any means of communica¬ 
tion for such a purpose could be one of two things: either 
a radio beam such as you use for guiding airplanes, or a 
ray of light perceptible to our spectroscopes; the number 
eight-five could refer to a wavelength or some other 
quantity. But, acting on the ’hunch’ which is often the 
means to great discoveries, I tried a new tack. In the 
scale of the atomic number of various elements there are 
two missing places—one is number 86 and the other, 
number 87.” 

“What are these substances?” asked the Directing In¬ 
telligence. 

“That is the interesting point. We all know that hydrogen 
has the atomic number one and from there on we go up to 
and include the number 82. Of course, Borne of these sub¬ 
stances are very rare, but we are sure that all of them 
exist. However, 86 and 87 are missing numbers. We feel 
sure that they exist somewhere, but we have not found 
them on the Earth, nor have we been able to Identify them 
in any spectroscopic analysis of the light from the stars. 
So they are simply unknown elements, the existence and 
characteristics of which we can only guess at.” 

The Directing Intelligence turned slowly in his chair so 
he could look directly at Whitland. 


“Then you are saying that you know something about a 
thing, when in reality you know nothing about it?” 

“Yes. That is my position. But—suppose that this mes¬ 
sage is from some form of life In Venus? They tell us to 
‘follow 86.’ The very word follow implies that they know, 
or hope, that somebody contemplates a trip to their planet. 
It looks as though they were trying to help us to reach 
them. They give us a pathway! Oh, that is a stupendous 
idea, but it may be possible! Suppose they are sending us 
a ray of light that gives distinctive bands in the spectro¬ 
scope—a spectrum different from any so far known? Then 
all we should have to do would be to mount a spectroscope 
in the front of the car, and, by automatic control, keep the 
nose of the space car continually in that ray of light.” 

The dwarf raised his hands in protest. 

“Do you mean to say that we could follow a ray for 
26,000,000 miles?” 

“Well, there is no need to,” Interposed Brunton. ‘The 
way we look at it is that you will have your own means of 
getting to Venus. Your Specialists with the aid of Mr. 
Whltland are perfectly competent for that. But, my word! 
Suppose you find that your own path checks with a beam 
of light with the characteristic spectrum that we think 
belongs to ‘85.’ Then you would have definite proof that 
some beings on Venus want us to come!” 

“And the ray is there,” Whitland said. “It must start 
from the same place that the message came from. We 
know that we are continually receiving light from Venus. 
What Is that light but rays? Suppose those people had a 
great quantity of this element number 85 and were to heat 
it In large enough amounts to send out a radiation? It may 
be that the entire planet of Venus is composed of this sub¬ 
stance, but that up to now the thick blanket of steam has 
been able to hold the rays back. Perhaps they have found 
some way of blowing that fog aside for a short time? I 
don’t/know! But if I could lay my hands on a spectroscope, 
I should like to see just what kind of light is coming from 
Venus at the present time.” 

“We have a small telescope right here, also a spectro¬ 
scope." 

“I would much rather use my own In Arizona. Should 
you object to my returning there for a few hours of obser¬ 
vation?” 

“Suppose you use our apparatus flrBt. If you don't obtain 
results, we will consider your request,” was the decision of 
the Directing Intelligence. 

Sir Harry thought that he was fairly well acquainted 
with the geography of the Reelfoot Crater, but this was 
the first time that he had heard there was an observatory 
there. However, early that evening the party was in it, 
and Percy Whitland was feverishly adjusting the mechan¬ 
ism of the telescope in harmony with the spectroscope. At 
last he finished and the “evening star” was brought into 
the optical field. With him were the Specialists in As¬ 
tronomy, Chemistry and Mathematics, as well as the Spec¬ 
ialist in Aviation and the Directing Intelligence. 

“Now, we can watch the spectrum appear. I presume we 
are all familiar with the various lines. I should like to 
have the opinion of all of you as to Just what we are 
seeing." 

Slowly the bands of light began to form until finally they 
became stationary and unchanging. Whltland sucked in his 
breath, with an astonished gasp, but the Specialist In Chem¬ 
istry nodded his head with conviction. 

“That is new!" he said Blowly. 

“It certainly is!" agreed Whitland. “We are looking at 
the spectrum of an element that so far has never been 
identified. It Is different from any stellar spectrum I have 
ever seen, and there are certain lines there which make me 



978 


SCIENCE WONDER STORIES 


confident that the light Is originating from a luminous ele¬ 
ment In practically a pnre state. It comes from Venus! 
Gentlemen, here Is my advice. Change the nose of your 
space car so that the very tip forms the end of a telescope. 
Make that telescope as nearly perfect as possible. At the 
Inner end attach a spectroscope. You will find then, If my 
deductions are correct, that the path you have chosen for 
reaching Venus will keep your space car always In that 
ray of light." 

“Just one more question,” said the Directing Intelligence. 
"We know that all the stars are made of many different 
elements In combination. What basis have you for the 
belief that this is the spectrum of but one element?” 

"I told you that I was not absolutely sure," replied 
Whltland, and there was an element of weariness In his 
voice. "But it is a reasonable deduction. They may have 
collected It, or It may be natural—a huge mountain formed 
of one element. Or Venus may all be of that material, and 
we never saw the spectrum because of the clouds. All this 
Is not new. There are many scientists who are confident 
that the core of the Earth is a Bolld ball of nickel and iron. 
Around this central ball is a stratum of liquid silica and 
magnesia. The outer crust is made of silica and aluminum. 
I don’t know whether such a geological statement Is cor¬ 
rect, but I mention it to show that many good scientists 
favor the idea of an earth core of almost pure metal. Some¬ 
thing like that will be found on Venus. At the present all 
we can say 1 b that we are looking at the spectrum of a new 
element which has an atomic number of 85. The message 
we received tells us to follow number 85. I think that this 
spectrum Is the answer.” 

Slowly the Directing Intelligence shut his eyes. The veins 
in his forehead enlarged and pulsed rhythmically. Little 
beads of sweat came out on his domed forehead. Ten min¬ 
utes passed, twenty minutes—and at last he spoke: 

"I direct that the changes in the space car be made.” 

I T was late, very late, when the two Middle Men returned 
to the Brunton apartment. Miss Charlotte Carter was 
waiting for them. She had personally prepared a midnight 
lunch for them with some hot fluid that tasted and smelt 
like cocoa. When they entered the living room, she was 
busy darning stockings, and there was no doubt about the 
fact that those stockings were the property of Sir Harry. 

“Well, my dear friends,” she exclaimed, "You certainly 
have had a day and a night of It. At this rate, all of your 
business will soon be attended to and you will have nothing 
to do and no place to go. Do you think you can stop long 
enough to eat lunch before you return to work?” 

“My word, Charlotte!" sighed Sir Harry, sinking heavily 
into an easy chair. "I hope there’s nothing more for the 
next twenty-four hours. It was not just physical work, but 
the tremendous task of trying to follow the scientific dis¬ 
cussion of these Conquerors—and Percy. My dear, you 
Would have been proud of Percy if you could only have 
heard him strut his stuff before the rest of them. He made 
them look pretty cheap, with all his accumulation of knowl¬ 
edge, and It looks very much as though he would be the 
next Directing Intelligence if anything happens to the 
present Incumbent They don’t like to acknowledge that 
he knows a shade more than they do. It makes them feel 
a little peeved, but he made them admit it Looks as though 
our friend Percy Whltland were a real man, and I hope you 
will never admire him as much as I do, for If you do It la 
all over with your present admirer and humble slave." - 
Miss Carter blushed, as did the man from Arizona. 
"He’s just teasing us, Miss Carter,” protested the little 
man. "You know how these people look up to Harry.” 
“They look up to me all right,” acknowledged Sir 


Harry, "but It’s on account of my six feet three Inches 
Instead of any special amount of brains. But to change the 
subject, Charlotte. What do you think happened to keep 
us away so long? We actually received messages from 
Venus, indicating that sentient creatures want us to go 
there. And had it not been for Percy, no one would have 
had the least idea what those messages referred to. My 
word, but he made their eyes bulge out when he showed 
them their real meaning! Let’s eat and then try to get 
some rest" 

The minutes passed in Bllence while the tired men sat¬ 
isfied their hunger. At last the woman spoke. 

"And are we really going to Venus, Harry?" 

"Yes, some of us. Perhaps the Directing Intelligence, tho 
three Co-ordinators, about one hundred of the Specialists, 
and Percy. I suppose they will take me along." 

"How about me?" 

"Why, I was going to propose that they let you go back 
to New York City. Your nieces will be delighted to see you." 

Not Going to Return 

LOWLY she put down her work. 

"Don’t you understand that I can not go back? Not 
now! And I certainly am not going to stay here all by 
myself. Suppose something should happen to you while 
you are on the trip? Who would take care of you? There 
may be life on Venus and perhaps you might not be able to 
return, and would just stay there and marry one of those 
women." 

"What women?" 

“Why, those women on Venus." 

"My word, Charlotte! You know I wouldn’t do that. How 
could I without a preacher?" 

“Men have done it before. Please, Harry* promise you 
and Percy will take me with you!" 

“I don’t see how I can—all right, I’ll try! Please don’t 
cry—don’t even look as though you were going to! You see, 
Percy, the little lady loves me, and when she remained 
here she naturally thought we would slip out to a church 
somewhere and be married by a preacher. But she dis¬ 
covered too late that these Conquerors don’t have either a 
church or a preacher, so we couldn’t get married. She has 
been just as nice as everything about it, but it was a great 
disappointment to both of us.” 

"I believe I can do something for you when the right 
time comes,” said Whltland. "But to change the subject, 
Harry. When we start on the trip, what’s going to happen 
to all these poor slaves they have here, and to the rest of 
the nation?" 

"That bothered me for a while, but I have proposed a 
plan to them that has finally received the approval of the 
leaders. I think they will start to put It Into effect to¬ 
morrow. Their first plan was to kill everyone they left in 
their underground cities, even their own people: for you 
see, without the leaders, the mass of the Conquerors are 
helpless. Then when they came back they were going to 
start a national life with new units. You see, they per¬ 
petuate their race like ants or bees, and have only a few 
females; almost all their active units are simply neuter 
workers. But I proposed that they give each person a 
somnifacient* hypodermic, dosed to last at least a year. If 
the dose is riot repeated at the end of a year, the units 
slowly die a painless death. If desired, they can be given 
another sleep hypodermic or they can be given an Injection 
that will restore them to activity. So, that’s what’s going 
to happen. When we leave the Earth, everyone In their 

• Sleep-producing. 
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crater cities will be asleep, and if we don’t come back in a 
year’s time, they will remain asleep—forever.” 

"That’s one reason why I want to go with you men!” 
declared Miss Carter, emphatically. "It’s that little doubt 
about your coming back. If you don’t come back, I shall 
never be happy unless I’m there with you. What would 
life be worth to me If I had to wait year after year, hoping 
against hope for your return, and knowing year after year 
the hopelessness of it?” 

"Charlotte!” said Sir Harry, and there was a warm, 
vibrant tone to the word, "do stop worrying! If I go, you 
go! Perhaps—why, perhaps we may And a preacher there, 
who knows! Now, be a dear and go to bed. I want to talk 
a little to Percy before we turn in." 

S O the little white-haired lady said goodnight and left the 
room. The two men watched her till she disappeared 
and then Whitland whispered: 

"She certainly is in love with you, Harry.” 

“I know that. My word! Think of her giving up every¬ 
thing Just to stay with me. What’s your reaction to all 
you’ve seen and heard, Percy?” 

"Looks like an adventure to me, a grand adventure!” 
“Do you feel any different since you found out that you 
are practically a Conqueror yourself?” 

"No. I don’t think there’s very much change in me." 
"You still feel that you’re a human being, one of us, 
the same kind of being that I am?” 

“Yes, I guess so. It’s like this: I have their blood in me 
and perhaps their intellect, but at the same time I still 
have all the emotions of an ordinary man. I can harmonize 
with them intellectually, but when I see their faces, ab¬ 
solutely devoid of feeling, I grow cold all over, and it makes 
me shiver when I think of their plan to kill the human 
race—when they come back from Venus.” 

"I see. Then I can tell you something. . . . They have 
promised me that they will not slaughter mankind till they 
return. They are going to Venus, Percy, and we are going 
with them, and it looks as though Charlotte was going, too. 
But Percy—ice are not going to returnI” 

CHAPTER VI 

Final Preparations 

OR the next two weeks there was a hum of ceaseless 
activity all around the giant air-craft. Had it not 
been for the super-human intelligence of the Special¬ 
ists, the perfection of their robots and the perennial surplus 
of human slaves, the necessary changes involved in the 
placing of a telescope in the nose of the machine could 
hardly have been made without actually rebuilding the 
space-flier. 

But after the plans were drawn up, the actual construc¬ 
tion was attacked from a dozen points at once, and at the 
end of two weeks, hot only was the telescope in place, but 
arranged mechanically so that it could always be pointed at 
Venus. Whitland, seated in the specially constructed cabin- 
observatory, had the satisfaction of looking through the 
scope at his old familiar friend, and of personally adjusting 
the spectroscope so that every ray of light that entered the 
telescope had to pass through that spectroscope, to be in¬ 
stantly broken into the broad, multicolored bands of the 
spectrum. The plate that Anally received this broad band 
of many-colored lights was delicately adjusted to control 
the mechanism that controlled the telescope. Gyroscopes, 
set in three planes, were able constantly to control to a 
fraction of a degree the course of the ship so that it would 
always be pointing in the direction of the chosen course. 
This course had been laboriously plotted by a con¬ 


sultation of the Specialists in Mathematics, Astronomy and 
Aviation together with Percy Whitland. The shot was 
to be aimed at a point in the orbit of Venus, where it was 
expected the planet would be in four weeks, the time allotted 
for the journey. This point was to be the inferior conjunc¬ 
tion with the Earth. 

Once the flight was started and the void of space pene¬ 
trated, all that would be necessary was to see that enough 
power was developed to maintain a sustained flight through 
the vacuum. 

The new spectrum remained constantly true to type. The 
scientists studied it from every point of view, and they 
were all satisfied that the light was proceeding from a new 
element. Some wanted to call it Venusore, but the majority 
favored naming it Whitore in honor of the new Conqueror 
from Arizona. 

No more messages had come from the distant planet—a 
circumstance that caused some comment. Was the cessation 
of communication due to the senders’ knowledge that the 
message had been understood, or had they been disappointed 
at their failure to receive an answer? Either way, they 
would soon find out the real truth. They had sent a mea- 
. sage to the Earth, and the Earth was replying with a space 
ship, loaded with Conquerors! 

As the need for the slaves came slowly to an end, they 
were collected by hundreds and thousands and given their 
sleep-producing hypodermic. This seemed, to many of the 
Conquerors, like a useless expenditure of time and effort, 
hut it was the command of their leader, and they had 
obeyed passively for too many thousands of years to dis¬ 
obey now. Skilled experts entered the Queen house and 
put to sleep the females, who knew no other life than that 
of propagation. The endless belt in the incubator house 
was stopped, and the premature infants were taken out 
and disposed of. The nurseries were visited and all the 
baby units put to sleep. 

T HE little ones who never had known and never would 
know the embrace of a mother’s arms were lulled by 
a needle. In the laboratories where human experimentation 
was in progress, the subjects of incomplete scientific in¬ 
vestigation were sunk into a narcosis, which would put an 
end to the mental torture of their countless humiliations 
for a year to come. Last of all, on the day before the actual 
departure, all the Directors and over 125 of the Specialists 
were assembled at Reelfoot, placed in long rows on the 
floor of one of the dry caverns, and there stupefied so that, 
when the rest of the nation returned, they could be 
awakened to a life of renewed and devoted usefulness to the 
nation. \ 

The hum of work had come to an end. The Specialist 
on Aviation and his assistants again and again went over 
every part of the machinery on which the lives of a nation 
depended. At last they were satisfied. All the stores were 
in place. Every person had been assigned to his special 
cabin. A definite work was allotted to each individual. 

Only Miss Carter seemed without a specific task. The 
Conquerors were not pleased with the idea of taking her 
with them, but, as usual, Sir Harry had been able to carry 
his side of the argument. It seemed that she darned his 
stockings, and no one else knew how. He argued that he 
was not capable of doing his best unless his stockings were 
darned, that no one could darn them except Miss Carter, 
and how could she do it from day to day unless she was 
with them? and— 

But the Directing Intelligence made Sir Harry stop there. 
“I never could understand what you wanted this thing 
for, Sir Harry. It is true that I had her brought here, be¬ 
cause I had the idea that all Middle Men wanted female 
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things like that for their slaves; hut Instead of making a 
slave of this one, you treat her as more than an equal. 
You don’t even live with her, because you haven’t found the 
proper person to say words before. You have said that It 
would be a real vacation to you to make the trip. How can 
you be happy and have pleasure In your vacation If that 
useless unit goes with you?” 

"I tried to explain about the Btockings.” 

“Don’t go all over that again. Take her with you If you 
want to, but keep her out of sight.” 

F INALLY everything was done. The day and hour for 
the departure was set At the last moment a careful 
check-up of the food requirements made it necessary to 
eliminate twenty-flve more of the Specialists, and these 
were put to sleep along with their dormant fellows. The 
actual embarkation was begun. Every passenger was in 
place. Percy Whitland, the Directing Intelligence, the 
Specialists in Electricity and Aviation were in the pilot- 
room back of the telescope. Nothing remained to be done 
except for the Directing Intelligence to touch the button 
that would initiate the first rush of power through the 
stern rocket tubes, causing explosions that would in 
minutes place the car well out of the earth’s atmosphere, 
and, in a few hours, far beyond her fatal attraction of 
gravitation. 

A Conqueror In charge of the task of shutting down the 
central radio station approached his Specialist with a mes¬ 
sage. The latter searching out a Co-ordinator transmitted 
the message to his superior who in turn sought out the 
Directing Intelligence, who was holding a long and earnest 
conversation with Whitland in the Control room of the 
ship. The Co-ordinator spoke in the strange tongue of the 
Conquerors. 

The Directing Intelligence turned to Whitland. 

"The same thing Is happening that took place the other 
evening. Messages are coming through space in every 
language known to mankind through the ages. The mes¬ 
sage is always the same, no matter what the language is. 
It Is this: 

“Protect against 87" 

“Another element!" exclaimed Whitland. “First comes 
the instruction to follow 85, and when we are all ready to 
do that, we receive a warning to protect ourselves against 
87! But that’s the other unknown element. How can we 
protect ourselves against something that we are Ignorant 
of!” 

“You think there Is a danger?” asked the Director. 
"There must be! We have always felt sure that there 
was an element with atomic weight 87, but we have never 
been able to isolate it These friends of ours on Venus know 
not only the element 85, but also the one numbered 87. 
They must realize that it possesses power deadly In some 
way to life. They feel that we are ignorant of it, and so, 
have decided to warn us of It.” 

“That sounds reasonable,” agreed the Directing Intelli¬ 
gence, "You believe that Such an element exists in space 
and yet our scientists remain ignorant of it ?” 

"Yes, I think I can explain that. The Earth is blanketed 
with an atmosphere. That atmosphere has, as one of its 
Important elements, a large percentage of oxygen. There is 
no doubt that this blanket shields us from the intensity of 
the cosmic rays. Some of these are changed to heat rays, 
and some may be totally blocked In their attack on the 
Earth. The people on Venus may realize our ignorance and 
may be trying to warn us of a danger that will come as 
soon as we reach empty space.” 


Indecision 

*«TjUT you told us the other night that space was empty." 

il "So I did, and so it is. Empty of stars and planets 
and meteors, but not empty of rays of many kinds. Matter 
Is constantly being annihilated in space, and the amount of 
energy made available by that annihilation Is tremendous. 
The Swiss scientist Hess and the German, Kohlhoerster, 
have made a special study of these stellar rays. Their con¬ 
clusions show that only by a miracle has life been able to 
continue on this Earth. The X-ray used to be dreaded, the 
Gamma ray of radium feared, but both of these can be 
stopped by a thin sheet of lead. But there are cosmic rays 
that can pierce through one hundred and twenty feet of 
water and sixteen feet of solid lead. Our atmosphere pro¬ 
tects us against these. We are taking a trip into space 
where there is no protecting atmosphere. There is the 
danger!” 

“But our Specialists assure me that all this has been 
taken Into consideration and provided against” / 

“I believe they are correct—to the extent of their knowl¬ 
edge. There is no reason to doubt the fact that the walls of 
our space-ship form ample protection against such rays 
that we know about But how about the rays from element 
number 87? How can we protect against a danger concern¬ 
ing which we know nothing?” 

"There are only two things we can do,” said the Direct¬ 
ing Intelligence. “Either remain for further study, or touch 
the button that will send us into space.” 

Somehow the news spread through the ship. A low buzz 
of conversation filled every room. Minutes passed and at 
last an hour, leaving the Directing Intelligence still un¬ 
decided as to the proper answer to the puzzling question. 
Finally he refused to assume the entire responsiblity and 
called for a conference of ten of his leading advisors. This 
number included the three Co-ordinators, Sir Harry and 
Percy Whitland. The entire problem was stated to them 
and they were asked for an opinion. Several of the ten 
refused to express themselves, merely replying that their 
previous experience and acquired knowledge were Insuffi¬ 
cient to throw any light on the difficulty. Whitland had told 
all he knew when the message first came. To the surprise 
of all, including the orator himself, it was Sir Harry Brun- 
ton who decided the matter for the conference, and what he 
said was not a solution but a challenge. 

“We call ourselves the Conquerors!” he almost shouted 
to the other nine men in the room. "We pride ourselves 
on the fact we have for thousands of years ruled the 
Earth with an Intellectual rod of iron. For a century 
have been planning for a voyage in space, to find new worlds 
to conquer. My word! Are you going to hesitate because 
of a simple message? A few words that mean nothing and 
may be simply the Idea of some idiot? We are all ready to 
go. If we hesitate now because of a supposed danger, we 
will never go, for as fast as we protect ourselves against 
one danger there will be another develop to scare us. 
Never before in the history of the Universe have men come 
so near annihilating space as we came today, and are we 
to hesitate, turn back, nervously frightened at something 
we do not understand? That is,not the way the Americans 
play poker. I am an Englishman—at least, I was one till 
you adopted me into your great nation—but even the nation 
I have renounced never knew when to quit My vote is for 
an immediate starting of the journey. Let us deal with 
each danger as it arises!” 

When he was asked, in later life, about his reactions at 
this most perilous moment. Sir Harry smiled. He was not 
certain, he said, that his appeal would have any effect on 
these stolid emotionless people. But as an anthropologist 
he had believed that one’s emotions can never completely 
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die. A spark of them always remains, that may be quick¬ 
ened Into life. As he looked at the Conquerors, on the com¬ 
pletion of his speech, he did hope and feel that something 
vague and dormant had been touched ever so slightly and 
there was the merest stirring of something strange Inside 
of these emotionless beings. . . . 

T HE Directing Intelligence looked around the council. 

He must have gazed most intently into each face. Then 
Anally, as with an effort he arose, signaled to the Specialists 
in Electricity and Machinery and to Percy Whitland to 
follow him into the pilot room. As the entire ship rested 
at an angle of 45 degrees all motion was by movable stairs, 
but at last the room was reached and the signal was passed 
through the ship to prepare for flight. Each passenger 
securely fastened himself in a pneumatic chair, built to 
protect against the violent displacements which might occur 
during the first few minutes of flight. 

Then the leader of the peculiar nation, known to ns as 
Ihe Conquerors, touched the button. 

With a tremendous roar, the great space flyer rose from 
the pit and sped like a silvery comet through the at¬ 
mosphere into space. Up, up it went and gradually its nose 
was turned to the point in space where there was to be a 
meeting with Venus four weeks hence. The men in the 
Idiot-house saw the needle of the speedometer swing slowly 
around as the space visitor gradually gained in speed. So 
far as they could tell, the automatic control was working 
perfectly, there being not the slightest change in the spec¬ 
trum. The propulsive machinery of the ship was also de¬ 
livering its power in such a smooth flow that there was little 
throb, little noise, only a continuous power, a mighty pro¬ 
pulsive force that shot the silver needle through space that 
had never known a human visitor. 

Hour after hour the four sat in the pilot-house and then, 
when satisfied that all was well, the Directing Intelligence 
and Whitland left The astronomer went at once to Sir 
Harry’s cabin. 

“That was a fine effort you made, Harry,” he said. “For 
a while I was almost enthusiastic myself over the prospect 
of a safe trip. Then I saw, or thought I saw, your idea.” 
"My Idea?” 

“Certainly. You’ve never forgotten that you are an 
Englishman. Your country comes first You want this trip 
started. You know why." 

“Percy! Are you a mind reader?” 

“Not much of one, but enough to follow your mental 
processes.” 

“Then suppose we hunt up Miss Carter and have some¬ 
thing to eat? They loaded the storage rooms with food 
tablets, but I have an idea that by this time the little lady 
has taken six of those tablets and converted them into a 
palatable meal. She must be worried. She’s a splendid 
little lady, Percy.” 

“You bet she is! I have something in mind for you two.” 
Meantime the spare-machine shot on steadily into space. It 
was flying in an almost complete vacuum, and consequently, 
meeting no resistance, its speed beeame greater and greater. 
Finally the men in the pilot-house had the satisfaction of 
seeing that they were traveling at a speed of about 40,000 
miles an hour, that would bring them to Venus on the 
twenty-seventh day. 

Hours passed by, and days, without the slightest change 
in the program—days devoid of the least unusual experience. 
The passengers soon adjusted themselves to the deadening 
routine of the enforced confinement. 

Meantime, it must not be thought that the departure of 
the space-flyer from the Reelfoot Crater had passed un¬ 
noticed by the other peoples on the Earth. During the initial 


hours of its flight the ship had at once been noticed and 
followed by many astronomers. While numerous explana¬ 
tions were offered, only two men, Mallory Wright and John 
Ormond, had a clear conception of what it all meant to 
mankind. They knew that the Conquerors were off into 
space and that Sir Harry was with them. They also knew 
why he was with them, and they were confident that in 
some way he would, single-handed, hold back these scientific 
wolves from their desire to destroy the human race. 

CHAPTER VII 

Van Maanen’s Star 

T was not till the sixth day of the interplanetary trip 
that trouble started. 

Despite its automatic controls, the ship seemed un¬ 
able to stay on its course. Time and time again, rocket 
shots on the side of the ship would point its nose toward 
the point in the heavens that determined the ship’s course. 
But, as though an invisible hand were drawing it away, 
the ship seemed to turn about, or as one of the Conquerors 
expressed it, “the heavens seemed to swing around to the 
left” 

The spectrum from Venus, however, continued to show 
the presence of element 85. 

With the greatest difficulty Whitland and the other Spec¬ 
ialists put into operation a second telescope with spectro¬ 
scope attached and began to make observations of the light 
entering the car from other directions than Venus. Window 
after window was used as an observation point, but in every 
case a familiar spectrum was obtained. It became harder 
all the time for the robot pilots to keep the space car in 
its proper course. Several times it was so far out that it 
became necessary to Are a lateral rocket for a ten minute 
period to shoot the car back to its correct course. 

After thirty hours of patient observation Whitland found 
what he was looking for—a new spectrum—and there was 
no question that it represented the element with atomic 
number 87. It was also perfectly easy to tell where the light 
forming the new spectrum came from. A fine spectrum was 
obtained when the auxiliary telescope was pointed directly 
at Van Maanen’s Star. Was there something in that ray of 
light from that far distant globe that kept pulling the space 
car away from its course and into a direct line for the 
stranger, which was also in line with the sun? There 
was something there that made the car hard to operate. 
Perhaps, thought Whitland, the threatening star might even 
be a super-gravity attracter that would pull the car off its 
course so far that it would become lost in space or plunge 
into the sun. 

The Directing Intelligence was called into consultation. 
As usual, Whitland acted as spokesman. More and more he 
seemed to be recognized as the leader of the intelligentsia 
on the space car. 

“The trouble,” began Whitland, “Is caused by a star called 
Van Maanen’s Star, named in honor of the celebrated as¬ 
tronomer who discovered it Yes, we have known of that star 
for years, and we thought we had its spectrum—but—and 
there’s the rub—the most vital of its rays must have been 
shut off from our Earth telescopes by its blanket of at¬ 
mosphere. On the Earth we could see it but very faintly. 
In luminosity we considered it one of the faintest of stars, 
having but one six-thousandth of the light of the sun. Yet 
it has a surface temperature of 7,000 degrees; so we have 
calculated that it must be a trifle smaller than the Earth, 
probably only one-hundredth the diameter of the sun. One 
million such stars could be packed inside the sun and still 
there would be some spare room. Now, here is the aston¬ 
ishing part: 
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"Though it is slightly smaller than the Earth, it weighs 
one-flfth as much aB the sun does. This fact necessitates 
packing the average ton of matter into the space of a cubic 
inch. We feel that matter is packed rather closely in the 
Earth, but the atoms in this star that is giving us so much 
trouble are packed to a density 66,000 times as close. 

“That is packing matter rather closely, and it cannot be 
done except by stripping the electrons from the atom till 
nothing is left except the nuclei. With such a density this 
star could go on radiating at its present rate for 15 million 
million years, without losing a thousandth of its matter. 

“TjUT much of this star—not all of it, but evidently most 

il of it—is formed of this—to us—new element, number 
87. Without doubt this star has powers which up to the 
present time hare not been suspected. Evidently for 
millions of years it has radiated a queer sort of energy 
that exerts a serious effect on our instruments and obser¬ 
vations. I do not know what happens to them, but we may 
know if any of us are alive when our space car gets to 
Venus or falls into the sun. For the truth is that our course 
is being diverted to the left, in other words, toward the 
sun. That means that Venus will pass by us before we 
get to her and unless we can check our speed there will be 
nothing to prevent a plunge to the sun. No doubt we shall 
be simply a mass of incandescent metal before we hit the 
sun!” 

“How far away is this dangerous star?” asked one Co¬ 
ordinator. 

"Probably many, many light-years.” 

“And Venus—?” 

“Is about eight days away.” 

The Aviation Specialist had spent many years of his long 
life in constructing the machinery of this space car. He 
had made it. It was his child and he had faith in it. He 
spoke up now to show his trust in it. 

“Then we will fight this danger! We will put all the 
available power to work through the end rocket tubes and 
at the same time we will start as many of the steering 
tubes on the right side as are necessary to keep the car in 
her course. I am not sure how much power we can develop 
in those side tubes, but we can at least try. I am going 
up to superintend the machinery personally. Keep me in¬ 
formed as to the progress we are making, for I don’t want 
to use any more energy than Is absolutely necessary.” 

And then began one of the strangest, weirdest battles 
that time and space have ever known. On the one side, a 
'mighty star, ceaselessly pulling a little midget toward it; 
on the other, that little midget, the space car of the Con¬ 
querors, fighting on and on, minute by minute, hour follow¬ 
ing hour, to pull back from the threatening doom and hhri 
Itself forward on its true course. Breathlessly the observers 
looking through the telescopes saw the heavens swing back 
and forth, aB though they were on a pendulum. Long hours 
passed, yet each of those hours was bringing the voyagers 
nearer to Venus! At one time the pull of the car was so 
strong that the nose was pointed directly toward the j3un, 
and all recognized that they had changed their course and 
were headed directly toward their doom. The Directing 
Intelligence phoned down to the Governing Room: 

“Have you any more power?” 

"Yes. I have two side tubes that I have not used.” 

"Use one of them!” 

Anxious Hours 

HERE was no appreciable change In the course. Eter¬ 
nities passed as the clock ticked off five minutes. 
Then: 

“Use the other tube!” 


If this failed, their last hope was gone. 

But it was enough! Nothing to spare, but enough! 
Slowly the heavens swung about, the nose of the car grad¬ 
ually turning toward the point where the meeting with 
Venus was expected. A whole day passed, then, as an ex¬ 
periment, some of the side power was checked. It was 
found that it was no longer needed. Finally only the four 
end tubes were in use. 

David had again won out in the age-long battle against 
the giant! The little space car, aided by distance, had been 
able to resist the threatening doom and was once again 
safely on its path toward the "evening star.” 

Five days had passed unheeded in the struggle. During 
those five days the leaders had gone practically without 
sleep. Hollow-eyed, Sir Harry staggered through the car and 
finally came to Miss Carter’s cabin. He knocked at the door 
and almost fell on the floor as she opened it. When he 
awoke, she was bathing his face. 

“Are we saved, Harry?" she asked. 

"Yes. It looks now as though we should reach Venus! 
What have you been doing all this time?” 

“I’ve been darning stockings!” 

"My word! But there weren’t enough holes to keep you 
busy, were there?" 

“No. But when I had darned them all, I made new holes 
and darned them! Now you’re to eat something and take a 
long sleep.” 

On the twenty-third day of the trip nine-tenths of the 
power was shut off. It would have been disastrous to enter 
the atmosphere of the “evening star" at the speed which 
the usual space body makes as it hurtles through infinity. 
Even with this reduced speed, the end of the day brought 
them so relatively near their objective that the planet, 
veiled with mists, loomed to a third the size of the moon 
as seen from the Earth. But now Venus was seen as a 
silver crescent. The sun’s rays, reflected from this opaque 
mirror, came back with dazzling intensity through the 
windows of the car. The heat was growing more intense. 
Even the careful insulation, planned by the builders, was 
almost insufficient to prevent suffering. The air in the car 
seemed vitiated, hardly able to sustain life. 

It was a period of the greatest anxiety for the three rep¬ 
resentatives of the Middle Men. The Conquerors met each 
new difficulty with their usual unemotional stare, but the 
Directing Intelligence confided to Percy Whltland that he 
regarded the next forty-eight hours as fraught with the 
greatest danger. 

Through the telescope they could now see the great 
mountain peaks of the South Pole looming through the 
dark mists. The spokes of the planetary wheel were visible 
through the swirling vapors, though it was Impossible to 
make out the details. 

“My suggestion,” said Whitland, at the end of the twenty- 
fourth day, "is to slide into the atmosphere at the slowest 
possible rate of speed and at an angle as acute as possible. 
This will allow us to come close enough to the surface to 
obtain sharp geographic details, which we must have in 
order to select a safe landing place. Of course, it would be 
death to land anywhere on the dark side, and equally dis¬ 
astrous to fall into the desert. The only safe place is in the 
narrow zone of perpetual twilight, where the maximum 
amount of water is.” 

F OR many hours the gravitational pull of Venus had been 
drawing the space car toward her surface. The time 
came when all propulsive power had to be shut off and 
every rocket brake at the front of the car turned on to 
counterbalance this pull. At last the momentous Instant 
was at hand when the car slid into the atmosphere of the 
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unknown planet Sliding sidewise into it they were slowly 
enveloped in swirling mists, which hung ground the car 
with long streamers as though trying to lure it down to an 
easy death. One mile—and two—and five—they descended, 
as slowly as possible, until at last they could see a wrinkled 
landscape some five miles below them—a parched, senile, 
atrophied land, swept clean as a parlor floor, polished with 
the dust storms of endless ages, a land on which nothing, 
not even one-celled organisms, could long survive. 

Whitland’s astronomical calculations made him certain 
that the part of the planet on the sunward side of them, 
was at that time swinging a hundred miles toward the sun 
in the peculiar movement known as oscillation. He con¬ 
cluded that the sunward side was the choice position for a 
landing, and subsequent events showed that he was correct. 
Propulsive power was slowly turned on, and the silvery 
visitor sped over the desert of death like a living thing, 
frantically endeavoring to escape a certain doom. Slowly 
they saw, from the pilot cabin, a gradual change come over 
the details of the landscape. First came steaming mud 
flats, where the eternal conflict between heat and water 
was going on as it had been doing for eons past. In the 
course of a thousand miles more of travel these mud flats 
changed to rivers, banked on either side with green fields 
and later with lofty forests. At last, as far as the eye could 
see, were rivers, very wide and swift, and forests, dense 
and green. Visibility was perfect. 

The adventurers were now a mile above the surface. 
Two problems had been claiming their attention: the selec¬ 
tion of a landing place and the composition of the atmos¬ 
phere. There was little doubt as to the presence of oxygen. 
If those great masses of green below them were trees such 
as grew on Earth, then they were constantly throwing off 
oxygen, and in that oxygen men could live. At the same 
time, it was felt to be necessary to actually determine its 
percentage, and accordingly, at five different times speci¬ 
mens of the air were obtained and examined. So nearly like 
the air of the Earth was it that, when the car was guided to 
a position one-half mile above the surface, the windows were 
cautiously opened and the interior of the car ventilated. 
Instantly the new air restored the vitality of the passengers 
who had for days breathed air that had been chemically 
purified. One of the dangers was thus passed, one of the 
questions solved. So far as the atmosphere was concerned, 
it was now definitely established that the “evening star” 
would support animal life. 

But where could the space car land? The answer was 
at hand. Slowly there loomed into sight a white spot, 
almost a perfect square, which later on proved to be a 
marble pavement While the forests were dense on all 
four sides, vegetation had failed to obtain a footing on the 
tessellated floor. It offered a perfect landing field, so per¬ 
fect that it seemed as if made for the purpose. Lower and 
lower swung the car, until at last, poising securely and 
exactly above the white field, it dropped like a feather and 
almost noiselessly came to rest. 

The Stillness of Death 

T HE adventurers had reached their objective. That 
part of the journey, at least, was over! Man had once 
again achieved the impossible! Space, 26,000,000 miles of 
it, had been conquered. The long journey was at an end. 

Carefully the side doors were opened, ladders lowered, 
and a few of the passengers allowed to leave the space car. 
Meantime all was activity inside the car. Supplies had to 
be selected, weapons overhauled and prepared for any 
eventuality. It was impossible to tell what the life on this 
world would be like, and still more impossible to foretell 
whether or not it would be friendly. The Conquerors were 


determined to be prepared for any eventuality. 

For defense they relied mainly on their electric torches. 
Wielded by their large, capable hands, these made excellent 
weapons. Sir Harry had his two revolvers and an adequate 
supply of ammunition. But the Invaders Indulged in the 
hope that there would be no need of fighting the life on 
Venus. They believed that the intelligence of the race that 
had communicated with them would be so high, their type 
of morals so lofty, that an easy rapport could be established. 
This voyage was not one of conquest but of exploration. 
There seemed no reason whatever to doubt the friendliness 
of the beings that had sent the two messages, one of advice 
and the other of warning. 

Outside the space car all was calm. The gigantic forests 
grew on all sides of the platform, the trees rearing their 
Individual heads so high that the marble area almost 
seemed like the bottom of a deep well of verdure. There 
was no sound, either of bird, beast or insect. 

“This is the stillness of death,” whispered Percy Whit- 
land to Charlotte as they stood in the soft glow of the per¬ 
petual half-light. “I almost think I can hear a slight mur¬ 
mur, either of a river near-by or of a current of air blowing 
some miles over our heads into the land of perpetual night. 
Otherwise, the stillness makes me think of my nights in 
Arizona, looking at the distant nebulae.” 

Sir Harry, strolling up to them, overheard most of this 
remark: 

“My word!" he exclaimed. “It may be still, but I don’t feel 
that it’s safe. Whenever I was exploring new territory on 
the Earth, I always dreaded a complete stillness. It always 
preceded an attack from the savages. When the native is 
happy and care-free, he is chattering and his tumult wakens 
all the little things in the forest; but when he is silently 
approaching to attack, his stillness seems to affect all other 
forms of life and they keep still with him. Look at those 
trees! Like nothing I have ever seen—more like giant 
ferns than oak or pine. They could conceal a thousand or 
ten thousand creatures and we be none the wiser for it till 
they started to rush us. I’ve just had a talk with the 
Directing Intelligence. It is over eighty thousand years 
since a generation of Conquerors have been forced to fight 
for their lives. I’m not sure how much vigor they would 
be able to put Into a real fight with lower forms of life." 

"But maybe there aren’t any lower forms of life here, 
Harry,” said the little white-haired woman. 

"Lower or higher makes no difference. They’re all dan¬ 
gerous till they’re proved otherwise. Percy, have you 
noticed this floor we are on? It reminds me a little of 
the floor of a Maya citadel I once saw in Lubaantum. Only 
there you could tell where the joints came between the 
stones, though they were fitted so closely together that I 
couldn’t slip a knife-blade in between. But here there 
seem to be no joints. It appears like one solid mass of 
cement which has become highly polished through the 
agency of the continuous wind. Later on, when the water 
came, the forest grew, but they were never able to obtain a 
footing here; there are absolutely no crevices.” 

“XT T HAT do you suppose it was for?” asked Charlotte. 

W “Hard to tell. Perhaps a place of worship, or a 
platform for astronomical observations. They may have 
used it as a foundation for a fort or even a landing place 
for aircraft.” 

The explorers at once realized that in their new sur¬ 
roundings there would be no darkness or night The soft 
glow of the sun always remained of the same intensity. 
Orders were at once Issued, setting aside a certain portion 
of the twenty-four hours for rest and sleep. A daily routine 
was established and each of the adventurers had definite 
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duties assigned to him. It was decided to make a complete 
scientific investigation of the landing field and neighbor¬ 
hood, and then, if no signs of animal life were discovered, 
to move the space car to another location. 

All had their daily work allotted to them with the ex¬ 
ception of the woman. Miss Carter was completely ignored 
by the Conquerors. They never noticed her, never spoke 
to her, and seemed to have completely forgotten her ex¬ 
istence. She never complained, but when Sir Harry was 
forced to spend more than the usual fraction of each day 
in consultation, she would address him as Sir Harry in a 
rather formal tone. Whereas she had been one hundred 
per cent scientist when she first met the tall Englishman, 
she was now rapidly changing to one hundred per cent 
woman. 

She briefly announced her disgust with the entire situa¬ 
tion one day. 

“If we were in an unknown territory on the Earth," she 
protested, "we would at once start to explore the surround¬ 
ing country for at least a hundred miles in all directions. 
Instead of that, you men or creatures or whatever you are, 
seem to be content to sit timidly here on this marble plat¬ 
form and wonder what lies hidden in that fern forest. I’m 
sick and tired of it! Nothing but plans and consultations 
and surmises. I’m going out and start something." 

“Now, Charlotte! You’re going to do nothing of the 
kind.” 

“Nof When djd you have the right to order me? How 
dare you order me! I’m on my way, and when you next 
hear from me I’ll have some real news.” 

“But, Charlotte! My word! Do be reasonable! Who's 
going to darn my stockings for me if you go off like this?" 

“I’m tired of darning your old stockings,” cried the 
woman, as she walked rapidly to the edge of the snow-white 
platform, and then, starting to run, disappeared among the 
shadows of the ferns. 

Sir Harry looked anxiously at the place where she had 
disappeared, and then started to go after her. But he was 
too late. A shrill cry of fear rose through the forest, a 
single cry from a woman’s throat—then silence. And this 
time the silence was all the more terrible because of the 
fact that it had been so completely broken, if only for a 
second. 

The Englishman started to run into the forest, then 
thought hetter of it and ran toward the space car to get his 
revolvers and cartridge belt. On the way he almost knocked 
down Whitland, who was in one of his usual arguments 
with the Directing Intelligence. 

"What’s the matter?” he asked. “What’s your hurry?” 

“Matter enough! Charlotte’s gone into the woods and 
something has caught her! Didn’t you hear her scream?” 
and he dashed up the ladder into the space car. A few 
minutes later he dashed out again, buckling his ammunition 
belt around him as he ran. 

The Directing Intelligence turned his body slowly, so he 
could follow the course of the running giant? He commented 
on the incident to Whitland: 

“I like that Middle Man in a way. He has been of some 
help to us, but I’ve never been able to understand his reac¬ 
tions to that thing he insisted on bringing with him on this 
trip. He evidently has no real need of her; yet he insists 
on having her around all the time. Now he’s acting most 
peculiarly. Why not let her go?" 

CHAPTER VIII 

Strange Creatures 

HARLOTTE had gone Into the fern woods with no 
thought of danger. Her principal reason for going 
was that she was angry. She kept on because she did 


not want to acknowledge that she was wrong or afraid She 
heard a noise, turned, felt something fasten on her throat, 
screamed once, and then lost consciousness. 

When she came to herself, she had a feeling that during 
her period of stupor she had been carried many long miles 
into the depths of the fern forest. She had no way of tell¬ 
ing how far away she was from the space car, but she felt 
that she was so far she would never return. Glancing 
around at the strange living things that had captured her, 
she was more convinced than ever that she was hopelessly 
lost. She would have taken her chances with savages, or 
might even have had some hope of escape if she had been 
captured by animals, but these weird things that stood in 
irregular rows around her seemed to be neither man nor 
animal, at least, like no life that she had ever seen before. 
In some ways they all looked a little like the men and 
women whom she had known on the Earth, but they were 
different. Here a limb was sq enlarged that the rest of the 
body seemed pitifully x small; there a feature was entirely 
eliminated. Some were short and others drawn out to the 
thinness of a pole. Faces were changed, torsos distorted, 
duplicated, and even tripled. There were beings with dupli¬ 
cate faces, and others with no faces at all, but simply a 
single eye staring out of the chest, lidless and motionless. 
On one side stood a body on six legs, while near it stood a 
body with no legs, rolling as it moved over the ground with 
a certain clever agility. A thing that was certainly feminine 
held something to her breast with arms scaled like the 
trunk of a serpent. Close to Charlotte was a body beau¬ 
tifully formed but with the head of a pig and only one leg. 

Charlotte shuddered and shut her eyes. She shrank 
screaming as something touched her shoulder and passed 
nolsomely over her face. “Venus?” she asked herself. 
“If these are the inhabitants, what a strange name for 
them! The Venusians should be like Venus, the goddess 
of beauty. Here nothing is beautiful. It is like a page 
from Dante’s Inferno, the hallucinations of a man in de¬ 
lirium tremens. It makes me think of the description of 
the people Lucian saw in his fanciful trip to the Moon, 
Lucian who wrote ‘about such things as neither are no* 
ever can be.”’ 

“I am asleep!" she cried. “When I awake, I shall be back 
in my cabin—darning stockings—and Harry will drop in 
and tell me about the last consultation he has had with 
the Conquerors and Percy. I will tell him about my dream 
and he will laugh at me and say, 'My word! How odd!’ and 
we shall both laugh, because it was just a dream.” Then 
she opened her eyes and screamed again, for a thing that 
was a man above and a long snake below had come up to 
her and was putting out a hand to touch her. 

O NCE again merciful nature forced her tortured mind 
to rest in unconsciousness, and this time when she 
awoke she was alone. Someone had prepared a bed of fern 
leaves for her to rest on, and perhaps it was the same 
being that had placed near her some fruit and a metal 
vessel filled with water. As far as she could tell, she was 
alone. But, as she ate her meal, quiet and cautious obser¬ 
vation showed her that she was being watched by a hundred 
pairs of eyes. 

The things could evidently move silently through 
the fern wood. It mattered not whether they had no legs, 
one leg or many legs, they were equally noiseless if they 
wanted to be. But, even as she was thinking how quiet 
everything was, they all started to laugh, and that laughter 
was like the ghoulish shrieks of maniacs hurled over the 
mouth of hell. Far away the echoes resounded making all 
the more terrible the inhuman shrieks of pandemonium 
at play. 














(Illustration by Imrey) 

Millions of plunging hits end their immense bursting charges had bitten into the surface of the 
planetoid, and caused it to be surrounded by a halo of dust and fragments of the body. 
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THE FALLING PLANETOID 


HE world was In a state of consternation, its 
people consumed with a frenzy of fear. A 
dreadful calamity, such as had never before 
been experienced, was threatening to snuff out 
the lives of incalculable thousands of people 
and was endangering the very stability of the Earth itself. 
Stark, fearful tragedy, from which there seemed no escape, 
confronted the entire globe, for 
it came from outside the earth’s 
coniines, and seemed, therefore, 
to be beyond the control of 
man — a strange wandering 
planetoid was about to fall to 
the earth! 

Had this been any ordinary 
meteorite, it would not have 
been a matter for such terrible 
alarm. In the past giant mete¬ 
orites weighing many tons have 
been known to strike unpopu¬ 
lated sections of the world, 
their scarred and pitted masses 
bearing clear evidence of their 
extra-terrestrial origin. Small 
pieces of meteorites may be seen 
by the interested student in 
almost every science museum. 

In at least two well-known 
places, one may see the shat¬ 
tering results of the impact 
caused by a large mass plung¬ 
ing with dreadful velocity deep 
into the earth. Meteor Crater, 
near Canyon Diablo, Arizona, 
is the silent tomb of a giant 
meteorite that probably went 
bowling along its course around 
the sun till, coming within the 
gravitational grasp of our 
planet, it was diverted toward 
us at a terrific speed. The stu¬ 
pendous crash occurred long before the 
white man settled in the New World. 

None but the eye of the primitive 
iDdian witnessed the earth-shattering 
fall. Earth and sky must have been lit 
up with a blinding glare as the terrific 
impact cut in the sand and rock a crater 
670 feet deep and measuring 3 miles 
around the rim. In an instant the meteor 
had displaced more than 200,000,000 tons 
of rock. 

More recently, a like catastrophe oc¬ 
curred in the Yeniseik district of north- 
central Siberia. On the morning of July 
30, 1908, natives saw a fiery body shoot¬ 
ing across the sky and heard a violent 
detonation. As a result a forest area 
30 miles in diameter was blown to pieces. 

The charred and overturned stumps of 
trees for many miles around bore mute 
testimony to the presence of some 
devastating force. An entire herd of reindeer known to 
have lived in that territory was never seen again, so com¬ 
pletely was the center of the devastated area blotted out of 
existence. Fortunate indeed was it that this fall occurred 
in a wild, unsettled region. Had it struck some large city 
or thickly populated territory, the loss of life and property 
would have been appalling. 


The meteorites that fell, in these two cases, however, 
were relatively small. The body which was now about to 
fall on the earth was fully a hundred miles in diameter, 
weighed probably quadrillions of tons, and scientists had 
estimated that it would fall with a velocity of five miles 
per second. No one could foresee what part of the earth it 
would strike—hence the widespread terror! 

T was only a few months 
since this startling knowl¬ 
edge had exploded the prevail¬ 
ing peace of the world and de¬ 
stroyed its accustomed sense of 
security. The dreadfully dis¬ 
turbing discovery was made 
simultaneously by three differ¬ 
ent observatories in three dif¬ 
ferent lands. There could, 
therefore, be no question of its 
authenticity. The most prom¬ 
inent astronomers, mathema¬ 
ticians and other scientists had 
thoroughly checked the results 
time and again. There was no 
way to escape the terrifying 
conclusion, and at last the en¬ 
tire civilized world was forced 
to accept it as Incontrovertible. 

Vast numbers of these plan¬ 
etoids, also known as asteroids, 
move in elliptical courses 
around the sun. Nearly all of 
their ascertained orbits lie be¬ 
tween Mars and Jupiter. They 
vary In their degrees of ec¬ 
centricity and inclination, and 
range in size from bodies a 
few miles in diameter to Ceres, 
the largest, which has a diam¬ 
eter of 477 miles. Over a thou¬ 
sand of their orbits are known.* 
Through some cause which will per¬ 
haps always remain unknown, this plan¬ 
etoid wjiich was threatening the world 
with such dire results had approached 
too close and had become caught in the 
earth’s gravitational net. It is even 
probable that it wandered into our solar 
system from the great beyond. At any 
rate, its true origin has never been de¬ 
termined. In its journey through space 
it had approached within 120,000 miles 
of the earth, and having come within 
our planet’s sphere of control, it was 
“captured," thus becoming another sat¬ 
ellite of the earth and a beautiful addi¬ 
tion in our heavens. But it soon became 
known that our new captive was not a 
true satellite at all, for it was moving 
in a highly unstable path, in a gradually 
decreasing spiral, which pointed to the 
center of our earth as its ultimate goal. 
Although it was ambling along around the earth at a 
leisurely pace—as celestial velocities go—of only about .80 
of a mile per second, it was known that a minimum 
velocity of 0.82 miles pet second was necessary to keep it 
in a permanent orbit. Its momentum, therefore, was not 

* One of the smaller asteroids, called Eros, has a very eccentric orbit, 
and comes within 14,000,000 miles of the earth at its closest approach. 



^ AT least twice in the known history of ^ 
l the earth, there has been a collision 
with a stellar body of somewhat respectable 
size. The first, occurring at a date unknown, 
is supposed to have carved out the gigantic 
Meteor Crater in Arizona, and the second, 
which occurred only twenty years ago, de¬ 
stroyed a great forest in Siberia and entirely 
extinguished a great herd of reindeer. 

Both ‘ of these bodies were meteorites — 
space wanderers that were caught by the 
gravitational attraction of the earth. There 
is no reason why a larger body, such as a 
planetoid, should not similarly be caught in 
the earth’s gravitational net and be drawn 
with terrific speed to the earth’s surface. All 
that would be necessary is that the gravita¬ 
tional attraction of the earth more than bal¬ 
ance the centrifugal force of the body’s 
motion. 

For each position in space there is a definite 
speed that a body must maintain in order to 
keep itself in a fixed orbit near the earth. 
Any speed smaller than that would cause a 
gradual but certain fall to the earth's surface. 

Mr. Nathanson pictures this condition very 
vividly and also answers the question as to 
what humanity could do to avoid such a 
disaster. Though people may differ on the 
answer, we are sure they will agree that 
Mr. Nathanson’s is not only convincing but 



I. R. NATHARSOH 


987 



SCIENCE WONDER STORIES 


sufficient to keep It .going on Indefinitely aft a satellite of 
the system. Slowly but surely it was approaching the 
earth. It was determined that its successive revolutions 
about our planet would have tipped the balance between the 
gravitational and centrifugal forces. At the expiration of 
that period it would commence a dreadful fall toward the 
Earth with increasingly swiff velocity, that would ultimately 
cause it to crash into us at the frightful speed of five miles 
a second. 

Uncertainty 

HE Tesult of such a shock to our globe was paralyzing 
to contemplate. Many had said that a body of such 
diameter, if it struck a populous state like New York or 
Ohio, or a country like England or France, would not only 
destroy everything within that area, instantaneously snuff¬ 
ing out millions of lives, but would also by its terrific im¬ 
pact pulverize and melt thousands of square miles beyond 
the immediate point where it fell, shattering and wiping 
out a great area in an enormously wide circle. The shock 
at the moment of Impact would be so terrific that the whole 
Earth would feel it as though there had been a thousand 
earthquakes all rolled into one. 

Even though the rest of the world beyond the affected 
area were spared, such a large body catapulting into the 
Earth would carve a deep crater thousands of square miles 
in extent. An eruption of molten matter and deadly gases 
would follow that might engulf whole continents. Con¬ 
ceivably, it might even cause such a vast explosion as to 
detonate the Earth and rend our entire planet asunder. 
Many men of authority stated that the best that could be 
hoped for was that the collision would occur in a remote 
part of the land or sea, so that humanity at large would 
have to bear only the devastating after-shock, whleh, how¬ 
ever, would certainly be felt in every nook and cranny of 
the planet. 

Ironically enough, there was no telling Just where the 
falling body would hit. The celestial mechanics involved 
were of such a complex nature that accurate predictions 
were rendered impossible. It was, so to speak, a gigantic 
lottery of life or death—no city, state or nation could say 
whether it would be demolished or spared. Therein lay 
the mental torture! There was no use in trying to evade 
the enemy, no way to take precautions against the approach¬ 
ing doom. When the final terrifying fall should commence 
in its accelerating swiftness, there would be no time to 
flee, nor any place on earth or under its surface in which 
any man could be sure of safety. 

A T first incredulous, humanity passed on to consterna¬ 
tion, and then to paralyzing fear. From fear came a 
dreadful apathy toward all social activities. Stark, un- 
escapable doom stared everyone in the face. To all, from 
the highest to the lowest, from the humble laborer earning 
his bread by the sweat of his brow to the princes and poten¬ 
tates of the earth, came the threat of imminent extermina¬ 
tion. There could be no choice or selection, no minimizing 
of the danger. No one knew whose turn it would be; no 
one could delegate the danger nor buy himself off. Face 
to face with this' inevitable cosmic blow, all stood perfectly 
equal, in a way to satisfy completely the framers of any 
democratic constitution or magna charts. There trould be 
no class distinction. 

The only mitigating element was the assurance, spread 
abroad by kindly scientists, that whoever was caught in 
the direct path of the striking planetoid would never know 
it; from the vicissitudes and struggles of this life, with 
its multitudinous cares and tribulations, to everlasting un¬ 
consciousness there would be no gradual transition . . . 


Life would be instantly extinguished. 

But just as soldiers become accustomed to the oncoming 
of screeching shells, so did a terrified humanity gradually 
become accustomed to the knowledge of the approaching 
calamity. Resignation and indifference after a while be¬ 
came widespread, bearing witness to the resiliency of the 
human soul, to man’s youthfulness in the world, and to 
the fact that underneath the surface he is still a splendid 
savage. "Live while you can” became the common slogan. 
Let the devil take those wicked ones who are doomed to 
die, and let the Good Lord enbosom the righteous souls 
who are also doomed to die. What was there that could be 
done about it anyway? Nothing! And what if a few score 
millions did die, as seemed Inevitable? It was no worse 
than a great war or pestilence. Such was the reasoning 
of the more stoical, who, although they had become steeled 
to the danger, still hoped they would not be of those hapless 
few score millions. 

Then, again, some took solace in the thought that per¬ 
haps the menace would strike a deep ocean, or a desert, or 
other uninhabited area, in which case the principal effect 
might perhaps be an inundating tidal wave, from which 
only a relatively small part of the world would suffer; or, 
at the worst, large numbers of buildings might collapse 
from a distant but devastating shock. Who knows? So 
why worry? “Hope springs eternal in the human breast.” 

Sad but true to relate, there were a few misanthropic 
individuals who drew some wieked comfort from specu¬ 
lating on this most dreadful of lotteries. Some dastardly 
irreconcllables in Germany, still smarting from the defeat 
of 1918, hoped that perhaps the falling body would just 
miss their country on its way to France. And benighted 
evil-wishers In the latter country, who refused to forget 
past enmities, opined that a thickly-populated country like 
Germany was no better than any other—they wouldn’t know 
what struck them, anyway. And communistically minded 
wretches in “godless Russia” declared openly that they 
wouldn’t shed a tear if Johnny Bull’s Island were smeared 
off the map altogether; while in turn the same wishes 
were thrice-heaped upon such evil-looking bolsheviks by 
some resentful Celestials of the good Chinese Republic, as 
a punishment for taking part of Manchuria away from 
them.’ 

There were also a few envious people here and there who 
"hoped not," but, well, if it had to come at all, gruesomely 
preferred to picture a few square miles destroyed, with Wall 
Street right In the center. And some cruel spirits there 
were, who even felt that several score millions more or less 
of Oriental peoples in this world would soon be made up 
by them anyway; while, on the other hand, there were 
equally crtiel-minded Orientals who returned the com¬ 
pliments with interest in regard to certain domineering 
Occidentals. A few fanatics openly preached that it would 
serve all depraved humanity right; it was going to be a 
punishment for all its sins, past and present—and assuredly 
would prevent many from sinning again In the future. 

Helpless 1 

B E that as it may, as historians we may ignore such 
evil ebullitions of the mind. Wicked-minded mortals 
there always have been, who, like Haman, might in all 
probability get what they have wished unto others. For¬ 
tunately, a kind providence has made the average man less 
bad. The milk of human kindness, plus ages of untold 
suffering, has instilled in his mind and heart a compassion¬ 
ate regard for the suffering of others. And, unless misled, 
man is more of a builder than a destroyer; more of a lover 
than a hater—otherwise the world of mankind would not 
have stumbled along to where it is today. 
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Tlie world at large was frightened, It is true. 

While It was only natural for everyone to hope his par¬ 
ticular part of the world would be spared, the average man 
and woman felt horror-struck, and engaged in an antici¬ 
patory sympathy for those unknown unfortunates who were 
to be annihilated without a chance to escape. 

Man in his helplessness turned to prayer. For ages he 
had done so. Now of all times he needed prayer. In every 
land, in every clime, among all peoples, prayers were offered 
in church and mosque and synagogue, and the prayer- 
presses of China ground ceaselessly. Poor, mortal Homo 
sapienst In the last analysis, he is as helpless as a creep¬ 
ing ant in the presence of things cosmic! 

CHAPTER II 

^The Conclave 

GREAT conclave of distinguished scientists and 
statesmen was scheduled to meet at Geneva, Switzer¬ 
land. The best minds of the world were to gather in 
solemn session to discuss ways and means to avert the 
coming calamity, or, at least to investigate its severity. The 
conclave was called on the initiative of The International 
Association of Scientists, of which Professor Henri Anders 
Amlel, of France, was the distinguished president. The 
greatest leaders in all walks of life were invited to take 
part in the deliberations. 

When the meeting opened, there was gathered under one 
roof the most brilliant array of men and women in the 
history of the world. Eminent scientists, great statesmen, 
practical engineers and inventors, profound mathematicians, 
labor leaders, financiers and captains of industry, princes 
and bankers, heads of the church, and others—all met in 
a great common interest 

Was there a possible way out? Could something be done 
after all? Questioning minds sought an answer; a clamor¬ 
ing public demanded assurances of relief. 

A working body, with the fullest of powers, composed of 
the greatest astronomers, scientists, Inventors, and others 
whose special knowledge might prove valuable, was ap¬ 
pointed by the international congress that was formed. It 
was to meet continuously, in order to devise, if possible, 
a means of avoiding the disaster. Every aspect of the prob¬ 
lem was turned over to committees of specialists. No stone 
was to be left unturned. The members of this special body 
were given assurance of unlimited support, financial and 
otherwise. A hopeful world looked to these for guidance; 
if they could work out a saving solution, they would be en¬ 
shrined in the hearts of their fellow-men forever. 

For months these good and able men met and worked 
indefatigably. They strove with all their might and main 
and to the best of their ability to arrive at some solution 
that might offer hope. In vain they planned and figured. 
In vain they considered the problem from every possible 
angle. They were forced to admit that they could devise 
no plan which would meet the dreadful emergency. 

Poor mankind! As if any great, saving conceptions of 
life and achievement could be born that way! As If any 
great, lasting, revolutionary idea was ever created by a 
group or groups of men in Congress assembled! The in¬ 
spiration, the creative genius, the lightning flash of intui¬ 
tion, that would call into being an idea for the solution of 
such a monumental problem as these men were called upon 
to solve—this is born of the individual alone! What great 
idea, what epochal invention, discovery, or solution has 
ever been contributed by a public gathering, even of the 
so-called best minds of the time, or in any laboratorial 
organization, regardless of team work? Improvements— 
yes: refinements—yes. Accidental by-products—occasion¬ 


ally. New discoveries—very few. A great, epochal idea— 
seldom, if ever! The great, saving flash of genius does not 
arrive that way! And talent, no matter how great, is not 
genius. 

T HE assembly of scientists continued to meet and per¬ 
severed in their efforts. They invited the entire world 
to offer suggestions. Fortune and honor beyond compare 
awaited him or her who could present the right solution, 
or any reasonable plan. The various committees were 
swamped with plans and suggestions which came by the 
carload from the ends of the earth. Some of the ideas were 
elaborate, some very simple, some indicated a profound 
understanding of the intricacies of the problem. Most were 
not worthy of even a moment’s consideration. A number 
had a semblance of sense, but most were fantastic and at 
bottom sheer nonsense. And along with many well-meaning 
hut foolish suggestions, there came a good deal of severe 
criticism, spiced with unwarranted ugly hints of graft, and 
much contumely and ridicule, as was to be expected. 

Many a good and worthy man on these committees 
smarted under the lash of these ill-conceived missives. They 
even received sharp reproofs from fatalists and religious 
fanatics who took them severely to task for meddling with 
the “ways of the Lord,” with "things that are not within 
the province of man”; and from ignorant writers who de¬ 
manded to know why it took such a long time to solve 
the problem. 

The great deliberations at Geneva went on, but nothing 
came of them. And, finally, nobody expected anything to 
come of them. Hope of a successful solution dwindled 
daily till it reached the vanishing point. The world re¬ 
signed Itself to its fate, and took refuge in religious devo¬ 
tion. 

The greatest ideas are not always conceived in "the 
greatest minds.” Nor is there any general consensus as to 
what constitutes a “greatest mind.” Minds made famous 
by public acclaim are not necessarily the greatest The very 
greatest idea may flash across the firmament of mankind 
unheralded and unsung, and may long remain unknown to 
all but him who gives it birth. 

In the city of Vienna there lived an obscure engineer by 
the name of Franz Heinrich Grimm. His birthplace and 
former home was Essen, Germany; from which city his 
family moved before the World War. He was a man well 
past 45, and possessed of an acute mathematical mind. He 
had been an artillery specialist, and was a profound student 
of the science of ballistics.* During the great war he had 
been an engineer in the mammoth Skoda Works, and helped 
design many of the large howitzers which were used with 
such destructive effect against the Allies in the earlier 
phases of the war. After the armistice, when these works 
were dismantled by the Allies, he continued as an engineer 
in the greatly shrunken armament industry of Austria. 
Though poorly paid, it was the only source of livelihood 
which the impoverished condition of the little nation could 
offer to a man of his experience and prestige. 

Franz Grimm ^ 

RANZ GRIMM was an undersized, puny-looking man, 
with thin, pinched features, sandy hair, and weak 
watery eyes behind thick spectacles. He was of quiet, self- 
effacing demeanor, and gave one the impression of being 
apologetic for his presumption in living in this world. He 
had had a very unhappy childhood, full of hardships, and 
the wretched early years of his life had left a permanent 
mark on him—physically, at least. But inside his thin 

* The science concerned with gunnery and .projectiles. 
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bony body beat a great warm heart; and behind his massive 
forehead operated a titanic mind, which needed only 
recognition to produce mighty results. 

He had not been invited to the great congress of scientists 
and others; and if he had .been, the chances are he would 
have lacked sufficient funds of his own to go. Very few 
knew of him, and still fewer recognized his innate abilities. 
Even his neighbors and closest friends would have con¬ 
sidered it a huge joke had anyone suggested that he be sent 
to the great gathering in Geneva. And perhaps it was a 
good thing he was unknown and left out 
Full well he knew the deadly danger which menaced the 
entire globe. He shrank in shuddering horror at the mere 
thought of the possible consequences. He had been follow¬ 
ing closely the deliberations going on at Geneva, yet did 
not in the least feel that he should have been invited to 
help—in fact, this did not even occur to him. He was too 
self-effacing and modest to expect it. "Who was he to rub 
shoulders with those important men? Nevertheless, his 
soul hummed and burned with the great problem. 

As an engineer who had specialized in artillery and the 
science of ballistics, it was but natural that his mind should 
endeavor to attack the problem from that angle. For a 
long time he went about completely self-absorbed and pre¬ 
occupied, paying little heed to what went on about him, 
the creative thinker in deep travail. Gradually an idea 
began to shape Itself and to grow within the recesses of 
his mind. And then, with the lightning flash of intuitive 
genius, he saw the solution! For days and weeks he labored, 
with little food and sleep, oblivious to all else. And in the 
small, scantily-furnished room of his modest home, un¬ 
known to the world, he suddenly saw the answer to the 
problem. Then he fell into a dreamless sleep for twenty- 
four hours, exhausted but happy. 

The working out of the details, though these were many 
and difficult, calling for the greatest ingenuity, was a mere 
matter of time and labor. It all resolved itself into a 
problem of celestial mechanics, and its verification by 
means of well-known principles of ballistics, applied from 
the earth with a marvelous force, in a unique way, and on 
a gigantic scale. 

T HE problem as Franz Grimm saw it was aB follows: 

The falling planetoid was 105 miles in diameter, a 
body composed of over three quadrillion cubic yards of 
matter, whose density was such that its total mass or 
weight was roughly about ten quadrillion tons—an amount 
represented by the figure 10 followed by 15 ciphers. It was 
revolving about the earth at the comparatively low velocity 
of 0.80 of a mile per second, in an almost circular, yet 
spiral, orbit whose mean radius was 120,000 miles from the 
earth. The minimum velocity required for the planetoid 
to keep in the closed ellipse necessary to the stable orbit 
of a true satellite was 0.820 of a mile per second. But due 
to its low speed, which was just a trifle below the point of 
stability, it was gradually being drawn nearer and nearer 
to the earth’s surface In a slowly decreasing spiral. And it 
was only a matter of a limited time when the critical point 
would be reached, when its final fall would commence, its 
earthward speed accelerating at a faster and faster rate, 
till it should strike the earth with dreadful force. 

If the velocity of the planetoid could be very slightly 
increased, and the path of its translation ( about the earth 
changed into a planetary ellipse while it was still on the 
almost neutral borderline—“on the fence," as It were— 
where its centrifugal force almost balanced the pull of the 
earth, there was still time to cause it to become a per¬ 
manent satellite of our planet Instead of a terrible pro¬ 
jectile. The mass of the planetoid, though huge, was after 


all not of planetary dimensions; and a comparatively small 
force—as celestial forces go—if properly applied at once 
would turn the trick; whereas in about four years, when 
with its present tendency it would have crossed the critical 
point, no humanly possible force which mankind could 
apply from our planet would avail, and there could be no 
escape from the dreadful calamity. 

CHAPTER IH 

Grimm’s Plan 

ITH the exactness of the mathematical scientist 
and practical engineer, he drafted a complete set 
of working drawings of his plan. In brief—not to 
burden the layman with a highly mathematical mass of 
technical details—Grimm conceived a marvelously con¬ 
structed cannon-like engine of unprecedented power, ca¬ 
pable of hurling a mass of steel and explosives weighing 
60 tons, in the form of a combination shot and rocket, 
which would leave the mouth of the engine with the enor¬ 
mous velocity of 15 miles a second—more than sufficient 
to carry Jt beyond the earth’s gravitational recall. This 
rocket type shot he would charge with a recently devised 
explosive called atomtte —the projectile to explode on con¬ 
tact, with unearthly force. To insure absolutely accurate 
control of the discharge, so that it would find its mark, he 
also devised a wonderful mechanism which synchronized 
the varying motions of the earth and the planetoid at the 
precise second in any point of the sky. 

A ring of 60,000 of these mighty firing engines placed 
around the globe would be necessary to produce the desired 
effect. As the earth turned on its axis, each cannon, per¬ 
fectly adjusted and synchronized, would Are obliquely in 
progressive succession and send the enormous projectiles 
speeding toward the distant planetoid. The reader may 
bear in mind the added difficulties involved in the super¬ 
fine adjusting and timing, when it is remembered that for 
each shot to be effective it must be fired In an obliquely 
curving direction and along the planetoid’s orbit, in order 
that the superior velocity of the projectiles might exert 
the proper push in the right direction. The effect of an 
individual impact and explosion of each shot as it would 
overtake and plunge into the planetoid along the line of its 
motion, though extremely powerful, would still be im¬ 
perceptibly small on a body 105 miles in diameter; but a 
ceaseless stream of such missiles properly directed simul¬ 
taneously would have their cumulative effect in gradually 
accelerating the velocity of its orbital translation and, what 
might be more important, in gradually shattering the mass. 
For if the planetoid could be broken up, the chances of 
serious damage would be decreased mathematically. Per¬ 
haps the body could even be blown into small fragments, 
if it could be kept In the sky long enough. But once the 
velocity of the planetoid were pushed above the critical 
point, the planetoid would forever become a harmless 
satellite. 

When Franz Grimm had his plana and specifications com¬ 
plete down to the last figure, he sent them to the congress 
of scientists which was still at grips with the problem. In 
a modestly worded letter which he included, he apologized 
profusely for his inability, on account of lack of funds, to 
come to Geneva personally to describe his plans. 

Though the august body of men deliberating In Geneva 
had been voted liberal funds by the international assembly, 
they had too many suggestions in their daily mall to con¬ 
sider seriously paying the traveling expenses of everyone 
who offered to come and explain personally some pet 
scheme. The plans and exactly worded specifications which 
Grimm sent should have caught any expert’s attention lm- 
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mediately as worthy of closer study. But as the overworked 
staff of secretaries could not all be sufficiently intelligent 
and selective, a full month went by before his precious 
package received the proper attention; and It might have 
been delayed still longer had- it not been for a sharp-eyed 
young scientist who came across it while searching for 
something else. 

I T did not take long for the trained minds of those who 
examined Grimm’s plans to realize that here was some¬ 
thing decidedly different—an arc-light in the dark! Funds 
were Immediately wired to the Impoverished engineer, with 
orders to come to Geneva at once. , 

He was dreadfully embarrassed and self-conscious 
throughout the meeting. His face was flushed; he was 
nervous and spoke in a timid and constrained voice. But 
his clear and beautiful drawings, his demonstrations, and 
the long lists of exact and carefully worked out (though 
complicated) mathematical equations spoke for him in 
thunderous accents. Like so many of the most important 
inventions, its principles were at bottom quite simple. With¬ 
in a few weeks his entire plans and figures were unani¬ 
mously adopted. A full-size working model of one of the 
engines, and a quantity of the powerful explosive, together 
with the special range-finding equipment, was immediately 
to be prepared and given an actual test. And throughout 
an anxious world the glad news was announced, that at last 
a definite practical plan had been evolved. 

All that was necessary was its actual execution; and for 
this there would be required the sum of 400 billions of 
dollars. 

The enormous tension was eased; a gloomy world became 
light-hearted! The day of the joyful announcement became 
an impromptu holiday, given over to laughter and merry¬ 
making. Everyone went back to work happy, and the 
terrible' tension was visibly relieved. 

Overnight Franz Grimm became an international idol. 
His shrinking, modest soul was now overwhelmed by the 
acclaim of a whole world. Where before he had eaten his 
simple food and lived in humble quarters and pressed his 
own shiny trousers, with nobody caring whether he missed 
a meal or a dozen meals, he now became the object of 
solicitous attention on all sides. He was wined and dined; 
he was constantly interviewed; his every move and step 
were clicked off by numerous cameras and became a matter 
of world interest. Many marvelous, godlike qualities, as 
well as stories of significant events in his life were reported 
and gained circulation—things he himself never knew of! 
The poor man couldn’t understand it all; he wasn’t any 
different from before. Hair for hair and cell for cell he 
was the same being. Why all this fuss? He was over¬ 
whelmed and by no means pleased with the world’B adula¬ 
tion and hero-worship. 

Another Congress 

HEN through the various news channels the public 
began to be apprised of the immense taxes that would 
have to be raised. People ceased their smiling and shook 
their heads dubiously. In the general rejoicing nobody had 
given any thought to the stupendous cost. The public was 
reminded that oftentimes in history the winning of great 
causes had meant mountains of gold and rivers of blood; 
but this time it meant mountains of gold only. When 
everyone at last realized the drain that the expenditure 
would make on his money, the general ardor began to cool. 
Perhaps It wasn’t the best plan after all? What assurance 
was there It would prove efficacious? 

For many priceless months, even though faced with un¬ 
thinkable tragedy, the press and the public bickered and 
argued pro and con. The world was overridden with taxes 


as it was, and such an Increase as would be required was 
decidedly unpleasant to envisage. But, said the wise men. 
regardless of any criticisms and wishes to the contrary, 
there was no other way out; here was a saving plan—take 
it or leave it. 

Then came a loud call from many quarters for imme¬ 
diate action regardless of cost. The steel manufacturers 
and power companies and makers of explosives could see 
no reason for dilly-dallying, and Wholeheartedly endorsed 
the vast project. On the other hand, many were in favor of 
it, of course, but were against such enormous taxes—unless 
the money came from other sources than their own. And 
there were some loud-mouthed skeptics and critics who did 
not believe in the undertaking anyway. "It sounds too 
much like attempting to shoot the sky full of holes and 
going bankrupt in the bargain," as one popular journalist 
put it. There were even those who did not believe there was 
such a thing as the alleged falling planetoid at all—at least 
it looked harmless enough in the night skies. Perhaps the 
astronomers were mistaken! 

But the astronomers were implacable In their constant 
and fearful prodding of the public. People were continually 
reminded in well-painted word pictures what such a crash 
would mean. And the never-falling accuracy of their pre¬ 
dictions in the past generation had bred a wholesome re¬ 
spect for the exactness of their science. 

An international congress extraordinary, attended by 
plenipotentiaries of the nations, with full power to draw 
up a tentative agreement, met in Washington. A definite 
understanding as to the share each nation should shoulder 
was to be discussed. Then commenced more interminable 
arguments and bargaining. Each delegation sought to prove 
their utter inability to pay beyond a certain amount To 
judge from the newspaper accounts of the proceedings of 
these worthy men, one would have believed that nearly all 
the nations of the world would have to go into bankruptcy 
in order to buy their salvation. Reports and counter reports 
of financial experts on the amount of the ability to pay 
followed one another. No one would have believed there 
were so many indigent peoples on earth. And even though 
a satisfactory agreement were to come out of the congress, 
the delegates must then enlist the support of their peoples. 
Naturally each delegate with his ear to the ground and his 
eye to the future tried to make his nation’s share as low 
as possible. 

H OW long this bickering would have gone on nobody 
knows. Washington was a delightful place to be in— 
it was Just at the beginning of the social Season. But the 
scientific world at last made it plain in terms no layman 
could fail to understand, that the zero hour had come; that 
unless actual work began immediately, all efforts would be 
futile. As it was, the resources of the entire globe would 
be strained to the utmost to complete the enormous under¬ 
taking within the minimum required time. There was not 
a day to spare. 

A peremptory demand from the people at large, whose 
minds had begun to border on terror, settled the whole 
thing in a hurry. Ugly riots and ominous demonstrations 
occurred simultaneously in many cities of the world. It 
was evident that by further delay the public spirit would 
become demoralized, with who knows what frightful re¬ 
sults. The statesmen and financiers came to a quick agree¬ 
ment, which the governments at home dared not refuse to 
ratify. 

An international body was formed with headquarters in 
Geneva to direct the stupendous undertaking, with full 
power to carry it to a successful conclusion. There could 
(Continued on page 1037) 



(Illustration by Paul) 

Then suddenly there came a terrific roar. The earth shook as thousands of tons of rock crashed 
into the passage sealing it forever. 
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THE RETURN TO SUBTERRANIA 


By the Author of “Menace From Below!* “Before the Asteroids,** “Yellow Air Peril,** etc. 


I NTO the New York office of Platt and Frazee, 
Consulting Engineers, walked Anthony Russell 
i an unusually warm and humid day in the 
fl last week in August, 1935. Tony was lugging 
_|| an awkward package, and he paused to re¬ 
move his hat and mop his brow when he stopped at the 
information desk. 

"Are the big bosses in?” he asked of the red-haired girl 
who was stationed at the telephone switchboard. 

“Oh, hello, Mr. Russell," she said, looking up startled 
from the paper-backed book she was 
reading, “Yeah, they're in. But, they’ve 
been in the conference room for about a 
half an hour.” 

“Just give them a buzz and tell them 
I’m here, will you?” 

“Sure thing, Mr. Russell.” And the 
girl languidly made the connection and 
announced the visitor. 

“Send him right in,” came the instant 
reply in Ward Platt’s hearty voice. 

The girl made a wry grimace and 
moved the receiver from her ear. “Hear 
that?” she asked, “Nearly busted my 
ear drum, he yelled so loud.” 

“Yes, I heard,” laughed Tony. And 
he hurried through the door to the 
inner office. 

“Hello, Tony,” called Ward Platt, 
when the visitor stepped into the con¬ 
ference room, “Where in the world have 
you been keeping yourself? We 
haven’t seen you in weeks.” 

He grasped the hand of the 
young president of the Russell 
Television Corporation in a 
grip of iron. His junior part¬ 
ner, Charlie Frazee, rose to 
greet Tony like a long lost 
brother. 

“Yes, you old hermit,” said 
Charlie, “between your devo¬ 
tion to the new bride and this 
invention of yours we hardly 
know you are living any more.” 

“Well,” said Tony, “Margaret 
comes first, of course. And it is 
true that I spend every possible 
moment in her company. But I 
think I have hit upon some¬ 
thing here that will interest 
you both. It was worth the 
time spent on it.” 

He tapped the large package 
meaningly. 

"Open it up, man. Open it 
up,” said the senior partner of 
the firm of Platt and Frazee, 

“Don’t be so confoundly secretive about it. We don’t steal 
inventions—not in this office.” 

Charlie laughed at his partner’s impatience. “Don’t mind 



HARL VINCENT 

/ N this story, the sequel to Mr. Vincent's ' 
remarkable “Menace from Below," we 
have some further adventures in that under¬ 
ground cavern, Subterrania. 

Scientists are agreed that during the 
period of the earth’s cooling,, a great bubble 
might have formed beneath its surface. It 
is quite likely also, if access could be had 
to this cavern from the surface, that during 
the eons of time, when the earth passed 
through its ice ages, many strange animals 
might have come to Subterrania for protec¬ 
tion against the bitter cold. In this case, 
we would have preserved many of the species 
that perished on the surface hundreds of 
thousands of years ago. 

It is quite possible too, that the conditions 
in this underground world might be such, 
that life could endure there indefinitely. The 
requisites for the sustenance of life—a kind 
of sunlight, heat, moisture and plenty of 
vegetation—are all possible. 

We |commend the story to our readers 
heartily, as a fitting sequel to the “Menace 
l^from Below.” 


age. “Rehlly?” he inquired, “Can it, by any chance be used 
in substantiating our story of the menace from below?” 

“t BELIEVE so, Ward. And that is the reason I have 
J. buried myself in the work on the darn thing. It makes 
me sore the way the public received the news of the doingB 
in Subterrania. Why, dammit, they had enough evidence 
from those first few glimpses in the television screens when „ 
the second subway train was spirited away from the Clark 
Street tunnel and removed to the cavern beneath by means i 
of Jerry Talbot’s fourth dimensional 
process. Numbers of operators and 
reporters saw the ape-men In the view¬ 
ing screen, and later, when the militia 
entered the cavern and the explosion 
took place there was certainly plenty 
of evidence.” 

“Yes, but they refuse to swallow the 
tale of the psycho-transference process,” 
said Platt drily, “and Charlie and I have 
lost a lot of business because he sticks 
to the story. Imagine a member of a 
conservative engineering organization 
like ours swearing that Ainsworth and 
Talbot stole the brains from the hun¬ 
dreds of people who were kidnapped in 
the subway train disappearance, and 
transferred the brains to the crania of 
some giant supermen evolved from the 
Pithies or ape-men by those same two 
scientists! The public simply will not 
believe it. Charlie had to re¬ 
sign from the A. S. M. E. the 
other day.” 

“Oh, that’s tough, Charlie," 
commented Tony, "I’m sorry to 
hear it.” Gleaming portions of 
the mechanism he was unwrap¬ 
ping now came to view. 

"I should worry,” said 
Charlie carelessly, "the mem¬ 
bers are getting to be a bunch 
of old fogies anyway. And I 
have a sharp pain every time I 
visit the meetings.” 

Russell’s package was en¬ 
tirely unwrapped and he placed 
on the table a shining mechan¬ 
ism that incorporated an or¬ 
dinary television screen, a 
small dynamic loud-speaker, 
and two curiously constructed 
helmets with flexible wires and 
plugs attached. The main por¬ 
tion of the apparatus Included 
an elaborate tuning and beam- 
direction system and contained 
more vacuum tubes than Platt 
and Frazee had even seen in one assembly. 

"What’s it for?” asked Charlie. 

"Remember the circular viewing screen they had in the 


him, Tony,” he chuckled, "He has a grouch because the castle down there in Olaka, the city by the great under¬ 
papers have been razzing us again about the old subway ground lake?” 

mystery. Has your invention anything to do with that ?” “Yes, indeed. You mean the one in which Ainsworth 

“It has,” replied Tony solemnly. watched the invasion of the cavern under the subway 

And Ward Platt ceased his nervous fidgeting as their tunnel?” 

visitor commenced removing the wrappings from his pack- "Yes,” Tony agreed, "I was curious about that screen. 
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because I was sure there was no television transmitter in 
the cavern. If there had been. It must surely have been 
demolished by the explosion. So I examined the mechanism 
of the circular screen and found that it operated by means 
of rays of etheric vibrations projected to the point to be 
viewed, these rays conveying the light impulses that were 
utilized in the apparatus to produce the images we viewed. 
And I went them one better. I can not only view distant 
scenes without the use of interconnecting wires or a trans¬ 
mitter of any sort at the point under observation—I can 
hear sounds produced there—hear the voices of humans 
that may appear in the scene.” 

“Wha-a-at?" chimed Ward and Charlie. 

“I’m not joking. And, what’s more, I believe—though 
I’m not absolutely certain, as yet—that I can transmit 
thoughts to beings in the distant scene and get their replies 
by means of the sound mechanism.” 

“Then,” said Charlie, "by George, we should be able to 
prove our story. We can reproduce scenes in Subterrania 
on this screen if what you say is true. We can allow the 
skeptical public to listen to the gruntings and howlings of 
the Plthles and Grimaldi; let them hear the perfect English 
spoken by the supermen to whom the brains of the poor 
captives were transferred. Oh boy! It’ll clear us both, 
Tony!” 

“I’m sure of that. But that is not what I’m particularly 
Interested in at the moment. That's not the reason I 
brought the machine here.” 

“What is the reason, if I may ask?” inquired Ward. 

Tony was busy making some connections between the 
various parts of his apparatus, but he straightened from 
his task to face his two friends. “It is merely this,” he re¬ 
plied soberly, “I have-tested this machine myself and have 
learned an astonishing thing. Jerry Talbot is still alive 
down there in Olaka!” 

Charlie paled. “Now I know you are kidding," he 
whispered, without confidence. 

“I was never more serious in my life.” Tony spoke 
gravely. "I have seen him in this very screen; have heard 
his voice. And I endeavored to get a thought message 
through to him and partially succeeded, for I received the 
distinct impression that he suddenly felt the efforts of my 
mind; that he wanted to communicate with me.” 

"Good Lord!” exclaimed Ward, “It sounds like a fairy 
tale." 

"It isn’t, though,” replied Tony, who was manipulating 
the dials on his latest scientific achievement. Then, 
“Where’s your base plug?" he asked. 

Charlie indicated its location and Tony plugged in the 
heavy cable that led to the main portion of the apparatus. 

Ward and Charlie exchanged wondering glances as the 
television wizard closed the switch that lighted his tubes. 

The Message from Below 

T HERE came the faint hum of a small motor from 
somewhere in the apparatus and tiny pin-points of 
light showed that the tubes were functioning. The screen 
lighted and the loud speaker broke the silence as a view of 
Tony’s laboratory appeared. On a workbench pictured in 
the screen there showed a mechanism quite like the one 
before them and one of the workmen was operating it. 

"All right, Ed,” spoke Tony into the microphone, “adjust 
the exploring ray to the direction in*which we were operat¬ 
ing last. I will then take control here.” 

“Okay, Chief.” 

They bbserved that the operator made careful settings 
of two levers which operated over finely graduated quad¬ 
rants—then his features and the laboratory faded from 
view. 


"Two beams are required,” explained Tony, “and these 
are set to converge at the point to be observed. There is a 
return circuit through the ether between the two mechan¬ 
isms, this return circuit forming the base of a huge triangle 
whose apex is now in Talbot’s room in the castle of Olaka. 
Watch closely now.” 

Slowly the screen came to full brilliancy and they saw 
pictured on its surface the interior of a combined living 
room and library. At the far end there was an alcove, 
through the door of which could be seen a high, canopied 
bed. The visible walls of the room were lined with rows 
and rows of books on shelves, and, in the foreground, there 
was a glass-topped desk on which was spread a mass of 
papers. A slide-rule had been laid across a pad of paper on 
which there was a mass of calculations, and, so accurate 
was the definition of the screen, they could make out some 
of the figures which were written in a careful painstaking 
hand. On the wall back of the desk, there was a large map 
of Subterrania. But Talbot was not in sight. 

"Guess we’ll have to wait until he shows up,” said Tony. 

He adjusted one of the helmets on Charlie’s head and 
then donned the other himself, explaining that better re¬ 
sults would likely be obtained by the combined thought 
concentration of the two men known best by Talbot. 
These helmets were of flexible wire mesh and had metal 
electrodes that pressed against both temples and the base 
of the wearer’s skull at the back of the head. They strapped 
under the chin, but were cut away so as to leave the ears, 
eyes, and mouth exposed, so as not to interfere with hear¬ 
ing, sight, or speech. Tony plugged the cables into jacks 
that were provided in one of the bakelite panels of his 
apparatus. 

They had not long to wait, and Charlie experienced a 
distinct thrill when Talbot rushed into the room that was 
pictured in the screen of Tony’s marvelous instrument. 
The erstwhile partner of the late Ainsworth was greatly 
agitated and his features were drawn and haggard. He had 
lost much weight since they last saw him. 

“^"CONCENTRATE now, Charlie," said Tony, “Bend every 
^ effort of your will to command that Talbot speak to 
us; utter his thoughts. We can not read his mind by means 
of this apparatus, hut the loud speaker will bring his voice 
to us. And I have every reason to believe that our minds 
can control his actions. Think—think hard now!” 

Talbot had hesitated before his desk; looked around the 
room as if expecting a visitor. "It’s here again,” he mut¬ 
tered, "The presence of someone—I feel it in the atmosphere 
of the room. Am I losing my mind ? And now it seems that 
there is someone else here. What does it mean?" 

“He’s getting it, Charlie,” gloated Tony, "Keep up the 
concentration!” 

And Charlie Frazee closed his eyes and furrowed his 
brows in the most intense effort of will he had ever exer¬ 
cised. Talbot sat suddenly in his swivel chair and swung 
around so that he faced them in the screen. It seemed that 
he looked directly into their eyes. 

“I know! I know!" he exclaimed, “It comes to me 
clearly now. Those two are using some telepathic means 
of getting in touch with me. They are asking me to reply; 
to give them the message I have wanted to send—and, in 
speech, they seem to demand.” 

Ward Platt watched his two friends in astonishment. 
Great beads of perspiration stood on their foreheads, for 
the effort was tremendous. But Tony’s invention was a 
success. There on the screen Talbot flung his arms wide 
in a gesture of supplication. “I understand now. Tony— 
Charlie, help me,” he begged. “Come to me! Assist me 
In righting some of the wrongs I’ve done. I have been 
planning to get a message to you to tell you this." 
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He paused In a listening attitude, his distressed features 
twisted in an agony of misgiving. Charlie and Tony bent 
their wills to the task of bidding him to continue. Then 
Talbot smiled. 

"Ah!" he exclaimed in a relieved voice, “you have heard 
me! Your message Is distinct. I shall continue my story 
and leave the decision in your hands. Four months ago, 
at my bidding, you left me for dead. I was seriously 
wounded in the encounter with our manufactured super¬ 
men. Subterranla was a dangerous place for humans, so 
I got you two and Margaret Van Alstyne to the surface. 
I have never regretted this action on my part and I hope 
that happiness has come to Tony and Margaret. 

"A higher power must have desired that I be spared for 
some work Of mercy, for I recovered from wounds that 
should have been fatal. And now I am alone in Subter- 
rania, the sole human being with normal faculties. But 
to those sub-men—the Pithies and Grimaldi—I am still a 
god. They have cared for me tenderly. And the super¬ 
men and the morons we created have left the castle and 
have taken up their abode on the other side of the lake. 

“ * FTER you left me in the castle I locked myself in 
my own rooms to die. Then I swooned and must 
have remained for many days in that condition. When I 
awoke I was burning with fever and I staggered from the 
room to end my sufferings in one final battle with the 
monstrosities created by Ainsworth and myself. But they 
were gone. Not a single one of the supermen nor of the 
morons remained in the castle. So I called a few of the 
Grimaldi from the town, and, with their help, succeeded in 
cauterizing my wounds and administering medicines to 
myself for the fever and the anemia caused by loss of 
blood. I was confined to my bed for about six weeks and 
the ape men waited on me hand and foot, dosing me in 
accordance with my directions. 

“When I was able to be up and about, I discovered a 
remarkable thing. The encampment of the supermen and 
morons across the lake was a scene of perfect harmony. 
Evidently the first enmity had evaporated. They discovered 
they were kin, at least in the matter of the purloined brains. 
But they would permit none of the Pithies or Grimaldi to 
approach their village. And, as for me, I dare not show 
myself to them for fear the terrible warfare will again 
break out. 

“As near as I am able to Judge, there are about five 
hundred of them remaining. Half of these are our super¬ 
men and women with the stolen brains, the remainder being 
earth folk from whom those brains were taken. I believe 
I can save those pitiful human beings and restore their 
normal faculties. But I can not do it alone. I must have 
help, and I can think of no persons other than yourselves 
on whom I might call. Will you come?" 

"Good God!” exclaimed Tony, “this is of far greater im¬ 
portance than the opinion of our neighbors. We’ll help 
return some of the victims to their families! Charlie! 
Charlie! Help me tell him we’ll come!” 

Once more the two men concentrated on the thought to 
be conveyed. And Jerry Talbot waited with fearful ex¬ 
pectancy written large on his emaciated features. Then 
he smiled quickly, Joyfully. 

“Thank you,” he said simply. “Make your preparations 
at once, and I shall send for you by the fourth-dimensional 
process. At eight o’clock this evening by your time I shall 
turn on the power. For the location—let me see—suppose 
you meet at the first tee at Van Cortlandt Park golf course. 
It will be deserted at that hour and an ideal spot for the 
purpose.^ I’ll locate you in the screen you saw in our 
laboratory here.” 

He waved his hand happily and rushed from the room, 


leaving the three listeners lost in thought. Tony and 
Charlie removed their helmets and sighed their relief. 

“Well, I’ll be dog-goned!” exploded Ward Platt. 

CHAPTER II 

Tony Breaks the News 

“T tELLO Margaret!” Tony called out, as soon as he 

I—I had opened the door of his small Park Avenue 
apartment. 

“Oh Tony!” There was the patter of hurrying little feet, 
and his bride of two months was in his arms. 

“Home early, aren’t you, dear?” Margaret disengaged 
herself and watched her husband as he tossed his hat on a 
small table and strangely avoided her eyes. “I’m so glad, 
Tony, but what’s wrong? You look like a cat who has 
eaten the canary. Tell mamma, now.” 

Tony laughed and hugged her again. “It’s about Sub- 
terrania, Margaret,” he said, "and I hesitated to tell you, 
for it means that I must return to Olaka.” 

“Return?” His wife gasped and paled with horror. “But 
Tony. Why? Talbot is dead—and—” 

“Talbot is alive. He has communicated with Charlie and 
me. We must go to him.” 

"But why?—why?” Margaret’s voice rose hysterically. 
She had thought that terrible page in their life’s book was 
forever obliterated. 

"Because, dear, there are about two hundred and fifty of 
our fellowmen still within the confines of that sub-surface 
realm, and there is a chance of restoring them to their 
senses and to their families. Talbot has experienced a 
complete change of heart and is bent on repairing as much 
as possible the damage he has done. He needs our help and 
Charlie agrees that on behalf of humanity we must give it.” 

“Charlie! He hasn’t any wife to leave behind. He has 
no one but himself. Oh, Tony, Tony—don’t go! You’ll be 
killed!” She was pleading desperately now. 

“I’m sorry, dear. But, can’t you see? I’ve simply got 
to go. Remember Gorth—the giant who died at our feet? 
Remember his bewilderment at his unaccustomed thoughts; 
the heartaches that were transferred to him with the mind 
of the hapless man who had been torn from his home and 
family? Remember the morons, those victims of the sub¬ 
way disaster whose minds were stoldn and transferred to 
the monsters that Ainsworth and Talbot developed from the 
ape-men of Subterrania? Remember the little fellow in the 
hospital who looked at us so pleadingly? He looked like 
a whipped cur.” 

"Stop, Tony, stop. Oh, it was terrible! They must be 
saved if it is possible. But I’ll not let you go alone. I’ll 
go with you." 

T ONY had not counted on this and for a moment he 
was nonplussed. Margaret return to that dreadful 
place? Never! 

“Now listen, dear," he begged. “It’s damp and unhealthy 
down there and besides we are to be taken by Talbot’s 
fourth-dimensional method. I wouldn’t have you subjected 
to that for anything. Not on your life! Besides, I’m not 
going alone. Charlie’s going too." 

“Then why can’t I go? It’s no worse for me than for 
you.” 

Tony floundered in desperation. "There’s no danger, 
dear," he said. "At least there is peace among the natives 
down there now. Honestly, honey, there’s not the slightest 
danger and you needn’t worry about me at all. Just a little, 
scientific expedition, nothing more.” 

He realized that he was getting In deeper, for the more 
he tried to convince her of the harmless nature of the 
trip, the more she would insist on accompanying him. 
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Then the telephone bell rang, and he drew a breath of 
relief. It was at least a temporary respite. He rushed to 
the telephone ae to a staunch defender. 

"Hello! Oh, hello, Ward," he said, the receiver pressed 
to his ear. "What? You’re going with us? That’s great! 
Margaret? Yes, she’s here. Mary wants her to stay at 
your place while we’re gone? Oh, that’s better than ever. 
I’m sure she’ll be pleased. All right, at eight o’clock then; 
we’ll be there. I’ll stop for you at seven-fifteen. Yes, just 
a minute, here’s Margaret now.” 

He handed the telephone to his twinkling-eyed bride and 
beat a hasty retreat to his own den, where he executed a 
few steps of the hornpipe. 

"Good old Ward!” he chortled. "That fixes everything. 
And, by George, I’ll be glad to have him along. He’ll be 
a fine stabilizer for Charlie and me." 

A little later Margaret slipped into the den and looked 
at him with amused accusation in her dewy eyes. "You 
old schemer, you," she laughed, "you put Ward Platt up to 
that, didn’t you?" 

“No—no. Honestly now, I didn’t. But I’m glad it turned 
out the way it did. My mind will be at ease about you 
now.” 

"But how about mine?” 

“Pooh! You needn’t worry about me.” 

"I will, though.” Margaret fell silent. ' 

"Nearly had our first quarrel, didn’t we?” commented 
Tony, irrelevantly. 

"Of course not, you old stupid. But, after all, you know— 
I have had you but a short time—and—" 

Suddenly Margaret was on the arm of his chair, her head 
on his shoulder. Quarrel indeed! 

The First Tee 

P ROMPTLY at seven o’clock, Tony’s town car cut through 
Central Park and headed for the Seventy-second Street 
exit on the west side. Margaret was with him, and the 
chauffeur observed in his rear-view mirror that they were 
sitting together very closely. In an unbelievably short time 
they had crossed town and turned the corner of Riverside 
Drive. The car drew up at the curb and they rushed into 
the entrance of Ward Platt’s apartment house at exactly 
ten minutes past seven. 

The farewells were short and breathless, the two wives 
clinging to their husbands while Charlie Frazee begged 
them to hurry. It was eighteen minutes past seven when 
they clambered into the car and Tony gave the driver their 
destination. From the look returned by the liveried me¬ 
chanic it was evident that he thought his employer and 
his friends were bereft of their senses. A public golf 
course at eight o’clock in the evening! Bootleg hooch, 
they must have been drinking! 

But the heavy car moved smoothly and swiftly up the 
Drive, for the northbound traffic was light at this hour. 
And there was time to spare when they turned off Broadway 
and into the park at the Two Hundred and Forty-second 
Street station of the old West Side subway. It was quite 
dark now and there were few loiterers along the road. They 
passed under the railroad bridge and beyond the still lighted 
club-house where a few late golfers remained arguing over 
their scores. There was no moon and they could barely 
make out the lake shore when the car pulled up at the 
gate of the course. A park policeman eyed them suspici¬ 
ously when they left the car and the chauffeur, who had 
been ordered to keep mum, drove it away. 

They crawled under the fence and Tony lighted a match 
so that he could see the face of his watch. It lacked five 
minutes of eight o’clock. 

The three men walked to the much trampled tee and 
took their stand on its uneven surface, feeling guilty and 


foolish. A steady stream of automobiles passed along the 
adjoining main road, and the headlights of an occasional 
car that turned in from the side road shone full in their 
eyes. 

"Hey you!” called a strident voice from the shadows 
near the gate, “what are you doin’ in there?" 

"Now we’re in for it!” whispered Charlie hoarsely. "It’s 
the cop!" 

“Come on out o’ there!” roared the authoritative voice, 
"or I’ll shoot. You ain’t allowed in there after dark!” 

A crowd was gathering and a number of automobiles had 
pulled up at the curb, their curiosity-impelled occupants 
scenting excitement 

“What can we do?” groaned Ward Platt picturing in his 
mind an ignominious end to the adventure. 

"Sh-h-h!” hissed Tony. "Time’s up.” 

“Hey!” called the officer, who was now advancing in 
their direction. "Didn’t I—?” 

But his voice was drowned in a shuddering roar from 
beneath their feet. The gathering thrill-seekers fell back 
in confused alarm as a huge ball of orange fire surrounded 
the three men on the tee, lighting the scene brilliantly 
for a fraction of a second. The very space about them 
seemed to be twisted and strained. An utter silence 
followed. 

Then, “Holy mother! ” exclaimed the officer, "they’re gone. 
It’s the work of the devil himself!” 

And once more the metropolitan press was supplied with 
a front page mystery. 

In Subterrania 

“TTrELCOME gentlemen,” smiled Jerry Talbot. 

\y The three visitors from the surface world, some¬ 
what dazed and shaken, stood before him in the laboratory 
of his underground castle. To Tony and Charlie the scene 
was familiar, but Ward Platt looked around him in 
amazement. 

“Hello, Jerry,” said Tony kindly. Talbot appeared to be 
in an advanced stage of tuberculosis. 

Charlie was likewise greatly taken back by the change 
in the scientist who had once dreamed of ruling the world. 
Ward Platt would scarcely have recognized him, having 
met him but once, and that nearly ten years before. There 
was a solemn silence as the three visitors shook hands with 
their host, who had suddenly become reservedly shy. This 
was not the Jerry Talbot of old. 

“Thank you, gentlemen,” he said finally, in unaffected 
simplicity, "not for myself, but for these poor creatures 
whose pitiful plight is the result of the madness that once 
possessed me—and my late partner, of course. I am doubly 
grateful to Mr. Platt, for I had not dared hope that he 
would accompany you." 

Charlie and Tony exchanged wondering glances. Cer¬ 
tainly, Talbot had changed! 

“Glad to be here, Talbot',** said Ward heartily, "for a 
number of reasons. And first off, I want to know how we 
got here. Of course, Tony has told me of this fourth 
dimension thing but he doesn’t really understand it him¬ 
self, though he saw the process in operation a number of 
times." 

“It’s not simple, Mr. Platt,” replied Jerry, “but I’ll do 
my best to explain.” 

He turned to a near-by drawing table and commenced a 
rough sketch. Tony and Charlie watched as closely as did 
Ward. 

"The so-called fourth dimension,” said Jerry, "is not 
really a dimension. It is an Interval; the time-space 
relationship academically discussed by Einstein. We may 
have length, breadth and thickness, yet we can not exist 
without that fourth dimension. It is the medium by which 



THE RETURN TO SUBTERpANIA 


997 


we perceive the existence of matter. Were the interval of 
infinitesimal duration we should not be aware of existence; 
if of infinite duration, that existence would be forever. In 
the universe any two objects physically separated are said 
to lie at a definite distance apart, this being measured in 
inches or miles or light-years. This is the dimension we 
term length." 

E drew a circle on the paper before him and indicated 
a point at some little distance inside its circum¬ 
ference. 

"Now, just imagine,” he continued, “that-this circle rep¬ 
resents our earth. This point is our location in Subter- 
rania, approximately eight hundred miles from that first 
tee at Van Cortlandt, measured 1 none of the ordinary 
dimensions. But, in the fourth dimension, the distance or 
interval is but a small fraction of a second in time, assum¬ 
ing the normal velocity and direction of light as the mea¬ 
sure of the time-space Interval of those two points. Of 
course, to remote points in the universe the interval is a 
huge curve. Straight lines are then no longer straight, 
whether we consider them in the fourth or in one of the 
three customary dimensions. But in the case of 60 small 
an interval as that through which you just passed, the 
problem is comparatively simple. By the use of a ray or 
beam of ultra-rapid vibrations between the two points, 
your three-dimensional existence was momentarily sus¬ 
pended. The fourth dimension was then compressed, by 
the slight amount necessary to bridge the interval, much as 
we would compress an elastic object in one of its physical 
dimensions. This all occurred in the space between two 
heart-beats, so that, with your three-dimensional entity 
immediately restored—why—here you are. Do you under¬ 
stand ?” 

“Jerusalem! No!” said Ward Platt. “Here—let me get 
this thing straight!" And he sat down beside Jerry, taking 
the pencil from his hand and starting to draw a tesseract. 

Charlie dropped his eyelid in a significant wink when 
Tony grinned at him over the bent shoulders of the two 
men. The two younger men withdrew from earshot of the 
absorbed scientists. 

“Ward’s in his glory," laughed Charlie. “He dotes on 
the deep stuff. He’ll have it figured out before the night 
is over. But it’s beyond my depth.” 

“Mine too,” agreed Tony. "My research has all been along 
practical lines. Involved mathematics give me a pain. 
Suppose we look around the old place a bit while the two 
professors are doing the brain work." 

“Right-oh!" 

And the two friends stole quietly from the laboratory to 
prowl around in the castle from which they had escaped 
so opportunely a few months ago. 

CHAPTER III 

Unexpected Visitors 

A 1 far as they could determine from a casual inspec¬ 
tion of the halls, their old rooms, and the hospital 
wards and operating rooms, nothing had changed 
since their first visit to Subterrania. As was always the 
case, the entire castle was illuminated within by the arti¬ 
ficial daylight which had been developed by Ainsworth and 
Talbot. Occasionally they came upon a Pithie or one of 
the Grimaldi, engaged solemnly in some household task 
that was performed with mechanical precision. For the 
ape-like creatures could imitate marvelously although they 
could not originate any new action. 

“Shall we take a look outside?” asked Tony, when they 
had tired of their tour of inspection. 

“Let’s,” said Charlie. “You know I was locked up most 
of the time when we were here before and consequently 


did not see much of the outside. I haven’t even seen the 
streets of Olaka from close by, you’ll remember.” 

So they proceeded to the lift and were quickly carried 
to the main hall, from which they emerged upon the broad, 
paved area that fronted the building. Before them spread 
the tideless waters of Lake Atakna and high overhead 
there shone the cold light of the five underground suns, 
those great patches of phosphorescence set in the eighty- 
mile-high arch that separated Subterrania from the upper 
world. They left behind them the tall building that was 
the monument to the ingenuity of Talbot and Ainsworth, 
and the tomb of their ambitions. They passed along the 
broad roadway which was lined with orderly rows of the 
circular huts of the natives, dome-shaped and uniform in 
construction. 

“Do you know,” said Tony, as they walked slowly through 
the deserted street, “it is still a mystery to me why these 
ape-men have not been developed iqentally by education 
rather than by the psycho-transference operations?" 

"Too slow for those two crazy scientists. They had more 
than a half million years of evolution to duplicate in a 
matter of months. Lord, but Talbot has changed!” 

"Hasn’t he? Poor devil! I can’t help pitying him. He 
has plenty on his conscience and I really believe that old 
Ainsworth had him hypnotized into doing the things he 
did.” 

"So do I, Tony. He seems to be genuinely sorry and to 
want to repair the damage as much as he can. He’s a 
sick man, too.” 

“You said it. T. B., if I know anything about it. And 
no wonder. I believe he had a bullet through the lung when 
we left before. How he ever recovered is beyond me." 

It was the sleeping period of the natives, so they encoun¬ 
tered not a single one of the Pithies or Grimaldi. Their 
quintuple shadows etched grotesque patterns against the 
flag stones and huts as they passed. 

T HEN, with Btartllng suddenness, there came an eerie 
whistle from over the lake, and a pterosaur, one of 
those great batlike creatures of the Mesozoic era with a 
twenty-foot wing spread, flapped swiftly by over their heads. 
Charlie gasped when he saw the weird flying lizard, but 
Tony laughed, for he had seen one during his first visit. 
Then his laugh froze on his lips. From the direction of 
the lake there came a perfect bedlam of whistlings, and 
dozens, in fact hundreds, of the huge creatures went screech¬ 
ing by, some flying so low that their beating wings brushed 
the tops of the huts and came perilously close to the two 
adventurers. A single blow from one of those huge wings 
would have crushed either of them flat. 

“Holy smoke!” exclaimed Tony, when these nightmare 
denizens of the sub-surface realm had winged their way 
into the distance. “It must be that something frightened 
them. Wonder what it was?" 

His answer came in a bellowing screech from the direction 
of the lake, a deep-throated, penetrating howl that sent 
shivers of apprehension chasing down their spines. Then, 
as if by magic, the street was filled with chattering, scurry¬ 
ing ape-men. 

"Look! For God’s sake, look!” shouted Charlie, pointing 
over the low huts toward the lake. 

And the two men stood frozen with horror as a great, 
scaly head with basilisk eyes looked out over the scene. 
The head waved from side to side and its tapering column 
of neck seemed to be of endless length as it rose higher 
above the outlying huts. Then there appeared the giant 
shoulders and massive trunk of an enormouB creature which 
raised itself to a height of more than fifty feet, with fore¬ 
legs dangling as it braced itself with the still more massive 
hind legs and its powerful tall. 
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“A brontosaurus, Charlie! Run for your life! And Tony 
led the way in a rapid sprint for the castle. 

The city was in an indescribable uproar. The ape-men 
screamed and fought in their efforts to reach safety, filling 
the streets with hideous sounds as they milled about In 
their panic. Another and another of the huge saurlans 
rose dripping from the black waters and advanced deliber¬ 
ately into the city, crushing the huts like so much papier 
machd beneath their ponderous feet. Gasping for breath, 
Tony and Charlie reached the castle and stumbled Inside, 
bolting the great double doors behind them. 

In Desperate Straits 

HEN they reached the lift they found it already in 
motion, descending from one of the upper floors. It 
came to a stop at the main hall, and Ward and Jerry 
dashed from the cage. 

“What is it?” asked Jerry, startled out of his usual 
composure. 

“Antediluvian monsters!” gasped Tony. “Brontosaurians 
•—three of them!” 

"What?” exclaimed Ward Platt Incredulously. 

“It’s a fact, Ward," Charlie declared, “they’re wrecking 
the city of the ape-men at this moment.. 

And indeed, from the noises without, it seemed that this 
was the case. Terrifying bellows came from the enraged 
saurians and muffled crashes told of the demolition of many 
of the stone-and-concrete huts of the natives. 

“I have feared this for several years,” said Jerry, “though 
these huge reptiles have never before visited the main 
cavern. It is many miles from their abode, which Ains¬ 
worth and I sealed off from the rest of Subterrania when 
we first discovered them. But I have always had doubts 
as to the sufficiency of the concrete barrier we erected. 
Now the beasts are upon us." 

"What shall we do?” asked Tony. 

“No use to venture against them with rifles." Jerry 
pondered the problem, evidencing his concern by the frown 
of perplexity which furrowed his brow. “The one vulner¬ 
able portion of these creatures’ anatomy Is the brain, and 
this occupies a space of no greater volume than eight cubic 
Inches in a massive bony structure that is the skull. It 
can be reached with a rifle bullet only through the eye. 
Who can find bo small a mark In a head that Is continually 
moving about with darting movements like the striking 
motions of a rattlesnake?” 

“How about the fourth-dimension process?” asked Charlie 
hopefully. 

“Entirely inadequate. The creatures are too enormous 
In size." 

“But,” objected Tony, "you removed a subway train— 
two of them in fact—from the tube under the East River.” 

"Yes, we did. But the apparatus by means of which 
that was accomplished Is some eight hundred miles away 
and is partly destroyed at that. We have nothing in Olaka 
of sufficient power." 

The uproar outside seemed to increase in violence. 

“They will make mlnce-meat of the natives,” commented 
Ward. 

"Not so,” said Jerry, "for the Pithies and Grimaldi are 
very fleet of foot. Most of them have probably reached the 
cliffs by this time and are safely out of reach. We are not 
so fortunate ourselves, for they could easily overtake us 
If we tried to escape on foot.” 

“Your airplane?” suggested Tony. 

“It’s at the other end of the lake. I haven’t yet recov¬ 
ered it. You’ll remember It was used in your previous 
escape.” 

“Oh yes, so It was," said Tony. "Well, here we are, and 
may the Lord help us If they break through.” 


T HERE was a thump as of a heavy object colliding with 
the doors of the main entrance. Then came a peculiar 
sniffing sound, almost as if some huge canine were nosing 
about outside. 

“They’re here,” said Jerry, calmly. “Probably they’ve 
given up in the city and are after us.” 

He rushed to the cage of the lift, his three visitors fol¬ 
lowing hastily. 

“We must get to the balcony and attract their attention 
from the outside,” said Jerry, "else they’ll push the doors 
in and wreck the castle.” 

"The doors won’t hold?” Charlie asked this without 
taking thought. 

"Hold? Why, these creatures are nearly eighty feet 
long and weigh probably seventy thousand pounds each. 
Thirty-five tons of flesh and bone hurled against those doors, 
even with very little speed, will go through as If they were 
paper!” Jerry had stopped the lift at the ninth floor of 
the great building. 

They emerged upon a railed-in balcony which looked out 
over the paved area fronting the lake. . 

One of the huge survivals of prehistoric times had planted 
his huge bulk directly at the castle entrance. The other 
two were lumbering about on the pavement, alternately 
nosing Its surface and raising their small heads high in 
the air to inspect their strange surroundings. 

“I’m a fairly good shot with a rifle,” whispered Tony, 
"and I think I could pot one of those beady eyes-from here. 
Want me to try?" 

“Better not," said Jerry, "it would merely arouse the 
others to action. You couldn’t possibly get all three. But, 
if we remain quiet, they may wander away and that would 
give us time to devise a means of combating them suc¬ 
cessfully." 

So they remained in silence, keeping as far back as 
possible to avoid the possibility of being discovered by 
those beady, roving eyes. 

A Strange Battle 

T HERE came suddenly from the region behind the 
castle a rising turmoil of whistling screeches, the awe¬ 
some sound becoming ever louder and more confused as 
it rapidly drew nearer. The brontosaurians retreated 
slightly from the building and huddled together, raising 
their heads on the huge necks that supported them and 
staring intently upward. 

“The pterodactyls!” breathed Jerry, delightedly. 
“Returning to attack?" asked Ward. “What can they do 
against these monsters?” 

"Ever see a pair of robins defending their nest against 
marauding boys?” countered Jerry, softly. “These winged 
creatures are no mean antagonists, though they are peaceful 
unless molested. They have probably gone for reinforce¬ 
ments and are returning in great numbers to repulse the 
monsters who routed them. The flying reptiles of Sub¬ 
terrania are similar to the pteranodon of the Kansas chalk. 
Their wing spread is from eighteen to twenty feet and the 
head, from snout to the summit of the crest rising from 
the occiput, is as much as four feet in length In the larger 
males. The mouth and jaws are fully as large as those of 
the brontosaurus, and as powerful. They have the addi¬ 
tional advantage of aerial locomotion. This will be a great 
battle." 

The din.overhead was now terrific and the huge creatures 
on the courtyard pavement answered with their reverber¬ 
ating screams, backing slowly in the direction of the lake 
shores The four men on the balcony breathed somewhat 
more easily. 

Then, front out the flock of flying creatures that could 
be seen high overhead, there swooped a half dozen of the 
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enraged avengers. Straight for the three upraised heads 
they dived and the watchers thrilled to the excitement of 
the strangest battle ever witnessed by human eyes. The 
foremost brontosaurus engaged two of the winged an¬ 
tagonists and, at the first lightning dart of his snakelike 
head, a pterodactyl went fluttering to the pavement, the 
peculiar crested head severed completely from the grotesque 
body. But the second of his attackers had obtained a bull¬ 
dog grip of the long neck, just back of the head, and was 
holding fast, flapping its broad wings with incredible vigor.- 
Confused and blinded by the fierce onslaught, the bronto¬ 
saurus arched its neck and clawed with the hooked talons 
of its forefeet at the persistent foe. Blood spouted from 
the sinuous neck where it was torn by the sharp teeth of 
the pterodactyl and additional wounds were Inflicted by its 
own wildly swinging claws. Then, by a fortunate chance, 
it caught the body of its tormentor in one of those sweep¬ 
ing swings and tore it free from the head, the jaws of 
which still clung tenaciously for a moment after the 
mangled body was flung to the pavement. 

Circling high above, the main body of the attackers kept 
up a continuous screeching that echoed and re-echoed from 
the cliffs in hideous dissonance. Encouraged by the partial 
success of the first of their kind, they spiraled lower and 
lower, fresh reinforcements swooping into the fray by twos 
and threes. Soon the courtyard was a howling maelstrom 
of bloodthirsty reptiles, the. foul reek of their bodies filling 
the air to the point of nauseating the watchers. 

A screeching pterodactyl, one wing torn loose and its 
body flung high by a desperately battling brontosaurus, 
fell heavily against the balcony, tearing away a portion 
of the railing in its descent. The four men retreated to 
the corridor, watching through the open door of the balcony 
in fascinated horror. 

For a time the bellowings of the brontosaurians continued 
unabated and the lunges of their gory heads accounted for 
many of their winged assailants, as did the powerfully 
thrashing claws. But the contest was too unequal, and 
eventually the bellowings were silenced and the pterodactyls 
exulted in whistling crescendo, fluttering and screeching 
and lighting one another as they tore at the vitals of the 
huge bodies which now lay inert, already slashed to ribbons. 

“Phew!" exclaimed Talbot, slamming the door on the 
sight. “Rotten carnage, isn’t it? But, all the same, we 
owe our lives to the pterodactyls. Let us leave them to 
their feast.” 

There was not a dissenting voice from the visitors. 
And later, when they found themselves under the bright 
lights of the laboratory, they were a pale and shaken lot. 

CHAPTER IV 

Plans Are Discussed 

F OLLOWING a sleeping period of eight hours, the four 
men were gathered in the breakfast room of the castle, 
where Jerry Talbot presided over the excellent meal 
that was prepared and served by two of the specially 
trained Grimaldi. 

“Gentlemen,” said Jerry, when the formalities of morn¬ 
ing greetings were over, “I brought you here for a pur¬ 
pose, and it now devolves upon me to explain more fully 
the reasons for my action. It seems that you fellows have 
a little explaining to do—that mental message to me for 
one thing. I can not thank you sufficiently for coming to 
my assistance, but I am suhe you will have no cause to 
regret it. There are, as I told you, a great number of 
the victims of our experiments still alive and in good 
health. The greater proportion of them, I believe, can 
be restored to their normal mentality and returned to their 
homes. But there are several problems to be solved before 


this can be accomplished, not the least of which is that 
of the huge reptiles of the formerly sealed cavern.” 

“There are many more of the beasts?” asked Ward. 

"Probably hundreds. Ainsworth and I narrowly escaped 
death in the huge cavern they inhabit when we first ex¬ 
plored the reaches of Subterrania. And, at that time, we 
saw a great underground plateau literally swarming with 
them. Not only was the brontosaurus represented, but the 
tyrannosaurus, the iguanodon, and many other huge species 
of which there is no record on the surface. It was apparent 
that these monsters seldom left this, their natural habitat, 
but we closed off the connecting passage regardless. Now 
it seems that our barriers were of insufficient strength. 
Or, possibly, a slight quake has reopened the old passage 
or formed a new one. This must be remedied, else we 
may have even more serious incursions with which to deal.” 

“You think there may be more of them loose in the main 
caverns?” inquired Tony. 

“There may be, of course. But we will check that up by 
means of the exploring rays of my laboratory television. 
I take it that you used similar means in getting in touch 
with me." 

“Yes,” said Tony, "and partially copied from your 
apparatus, which I took pains to examine when last here. 
There are the same dual rays used in my apparatus, but I 
use them for two additional purposes. I carry sounds as 
well as vision, back to the observer, besides having devel¬ 
oped means of impressing thought waves on the trans¬ 
mitted rays.’’ 

“T THOUGHT as much,” said Talbot. “We must discuss 
that further. It’s an extremely interesting develop¬ 
ment and quite in line with much of the work done by 
Ainsworth and myself. But, to return to the most important 
subject: the next move, after insuring ourselves against 
further interruption by the monsters of this underground 
world, is to evolve means of capturing the supermen and 
morons from their encampment They must then be paired 
off correctly and subjected once more to the psycho-trans¬ 
ference operation, so that the mentalities once stolen may 
be restored to their rightful owners. It is an enormous 
task that confronts us.” 

“I should say so,” commented Ward, “and if this psycho- 
transference thing is anything like as complicated as your 
fourth dimensional deductions, I expect to be dizzy after 
listening to your theory of its functioning.” 

Charlie and Tony laughed. 

“Did you get the fourth dimension thing?” asked Charlie. 

“Why, yes, I think so,” said Ward, huffily. “At least I 
have in my mind a great chaos of new thoughts regarding 
space-time, intervals, the finite universe, Lorentz Trans¬ 
formations, and the like, that will eventually crystallize 
themselves into a clear conception of the process used by 
Talbot.” 

Jerry ‘.defended him stoutly. “Mr. Platt absorbed the 
difficult theory perfectly," he said, “and made careful notes 
of the salient points. I’m sdre he fully comprehends. But 
this isn’t getting about our business. My suggestion is 
that we first scan the main caverns and passages of Sub¬ 
terrania for signs of others of the reptilian monsters, and 
after that devise means of closing off their domain once 
more.” 

“That’s the stuff,” agreed Tony, “let’s get busy!” 

He rose from the table. Breakfast was over and the 
four men repaired to the laboratory, where Talbot set the 
mechanism of his television in operation. 


The Cavern of Monsters 


T HE dual ray generators sang merrily and the cir¬ 
cular table-top screen lighted as their energy was car- 
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ried to the two projectors on the roof of the castle. Jerry 
manipulated the controls until the beams converged on the 
outer courtyard, the scene of the battle of the night before. 
Nothing remained of the three monsters save the huge 
skeletons, great piles of bones which would have delighted 
the heart of a museum curator. The pterodactyls, glutted, 
had left the scene. 

"Made a good job of it, didn’t they?" Ward commented 
with a shudder. 

• "Yes,” said Jerry, “and I’m glad Ainsworth agreed to let 
the pterodactyls remain and reproduce when we first sealed 
the cave of the monsters. They have saved the day— 
thus far." 

Again he manipulated the controls of the searching rays 
and a rapidly moving panorama of the sub-surface realm 
was revealed. It followed the shore line of Lake Atakna 
for a number of miles and they watched closely for signs 
of other huge reptiles. Here and there appeared a village 
of the natives, and in each case it was seen that the ape- 
men were engaged in their normal pursuits, giving no sign 
that danger was near, or even expected. 

Then they came to a village that was in partial ruins, 
many of its huts having been trampled into the earth by 
monster feet. But the inhabitants had returned from their 
flight and were busily engaged in clearing away the debris 
and attempting to restore Borne semblance of order. Their 
attackers had gone. 

"Probably the same creatures that visited Olaka," grunted 
Jerry, continuing his slow turning of the two handwheels 
that directed the rays. 

A forest loomed into view, a strange jungle of mushroom¬ 
like growths that were so thickly spread as to overlap 
their six-foot tops. The upper surface presented the appear¬ 
ance of the back of a great, scaly monster slumbering 
peacefully at the shore of the lake. Pale violet these 
growths appeared in the light of the five suns of Subte'r- 
rania, and here and there a clearing revealed the clusters 
of their translucent, blue-green stems. Then they came to 
a clearing but recently made, a clearing that was strewn 
with torn and broken stems and inverted bowls that were 
the tops of the mushroom growths. At the far end of the 
broad swath which had been torn through the jungle stood 
the most frightful monster they had ever seen. 

Of the order of Dlnosaurla was this monstrous reptile, 
and similar in appearance to an iguanodon* in that it had 
extremely short forelegs, massive hind legs, and an 
enormous tail. But in size this fearsome creature was 
colossal. Standing as it did on its hind legs and tail, it 
must have reached a height of m,ore than seventy feet and 
Jetry estimated its over-all length as a hundred feet. 

“Well,” he muttered, "that settles it. A number of the 
beasts are at large. We must get the airplane. But first 
to examine the reopened passage.” 

O NCE more he turned the handwheels and they left 
the forest where the huge dinosaur still munched at 
the Bucculent tops of the strange growths. They proceeded 
inland from the lake and were soon within view of the 
main cavern wall, which, at this point gleamed coldly 
luminous by Reflected light from the five suns. A mound 
of concrete fragments and jagged boulders at the base of 
the wall gave evidence of the freshly-opened nature of the 
cave mouth, which was seen directly above. 

"Not strong enough,” muttered Talbot. "I knew it! But 
Ainsworth was 'stubborn about this as about everything 
else.” 

He twisted the handwheels and they passed through the 
wall of rock as if it had not existed. It seemed as if they 

•Of the lizard genus. 


had emerged into the open and were on the surface of the 
earth, for so large was this cavern and so warmly was it 
lighted that it gave the impression of boundless spaces 
open to the light of the sun. 

"The cave of the monsters,” explained Jerry pedantically 
“is more than two hundred miles in length and some sixty 
miles high at the zenith of its arch. It is oppressively 
warm and humid as compared with the even temperature 
and comparative dryness of what we call Subterrania. A 
great river of lava runs along its entire circumference on 
a ledge that is raised about six miles from the main floor 
of this bubble in the earth’s crust. From this fiery liquid, 
which flows from the bowels of the earth in a slowly 
moving stream, is radiated the light and the heat. The 
evaporation of water from the underground lakes and 
rivers of this cavern provides the excessive humidity. 
Where the river of lava re-enters the interior of the earth 
there yawns a veritable inferno that is unapproachable, 
even by the huge reptiles.” 

The slow movement of the handwheels continued, and 
the view carried them into the heart of the huge cavern. 
The scene was of tropical character, though the twining, 
matted vegetation was like nothing they had ever seen 
on the surface of the earth. Great circular patches there 
were of impenetrable, interwoven vines of the thickness of 
a man’s body, from which projected sharp thorns ten to 
fifteen feet in length. And, in the background, there tow¬ 
ered cliffs of basalt that marked the rim of the great 
plateau which Jerry had previously mentioned. The ex¬ 
ploring rays of the television carried them over the edge, 
where they saw the evidence of a great break in the cliff, 
which had tumbled thousands of tons of rock to the lower 
level, thus providing the precipitous trail by means of 
which the monsters of the plateau made their way from 
its heights. 

S PEEDILY they traversed the broad area ot the rocky 
plain, halting now and again at the shore of some vege¬ 
tation-fringed lake to observe the antics of a group of the 
monsters, some of one variety, others of entirely different 
appearance from any they had yet seen. A thickly carpeted 
section that seemed to be of chalk-white reeds fully ten 
feet tall was literally alive with huge saurians of even 
more terrifying aspect than the one they had seen amongst 
the violet mushrooms. A vast crater loomed into view, 
partly filled with a lake of what they took for boiling water. 
At closer range the water proved to be filled with enormous 
amphibia of the general appearance of worm salamanders* 
(the BatracJioceps attenuatus), but of fifteen to twenty feet 
in length—veritable sea-serpents. Their large numbers and 
the activity of their movements accounted for the tur¬ 
bulence of the waters, and many of the strange creatures 
crawled about in the rim of the crater above the water line. 
Two small iguanodons peered over the crater’s rim and 
seemed to be much excited over what they saw. In step¬ 
ping too closely to the edge, one of these creatures lost its 
footing and went slithering down the steep side, where it 
was promptly pounced upon by dozens of the huge sala¬ 
manders and became the center of a wriggling, squirming 
mass of voracious vertebrates. 

“Ugh!” exclaimed Jerry. 

And he pulled the switch of the television apparatus, 
leaving the screen blank. 

“Well, I’ll be dog-goned!" remarked Ward Platt. “It’s 
all the prehistoric ages rolled into one. Paleozoic and 
Mesozoic we saw, and I’ll wager that we’d get back to the 
Protozoic if we explored deeply enough. But this isn’t 
getting us nearer to the solution of Jerry’s problems.” 

• Lizard-like amphibia, without scales. 
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Tony Volunteers 


“TTrHArS the next move?” asked Tony. 

yy “We must get the airplane and clear the main 
cavern of whatever of the monsters remain outside," 
announced Jerry. 

“But the plane is some six hundred miles away,” objected 
Tony, “if it's still at the point where we abandoned it. 
How will you get it?” 

"It’s nearly six hundred and fifty mites by air travel,** 
admitted Jerry, “and the only way to get it ia to send you 
or myself to that point via the fourth dimensional com¬ 
pression.” 

“Send me,” volunteered Tony at once, *T ean operate the 
plane, but 1 must admit I would be afraid to monkey with 
the controls of your fourth dimensional apparatus.” 

“Thanks.” Jerry’s tired eyes expressed tar deeper grati¬ 
tude than the simple word conveyed. 

“It’s okay,” said Tony, “and let’s make it as snappy as 
we can.” 

“But have you a plan for ridding the realm of these 
monsters?” inquired Ward of Jerry. 

“We’ll try and figure it out while To»y is away. He wiU 
need about two hows for the return journey in the plane 
and that should: give us plenty of time.” 

Jerry was already adjusting the controls of the tele¬ 
vision. He directed the exploring rays carefully and there 
quickly appeared Is the screen the Image of the trim cabin 
plane which had carried the escaping New. Yorkers to the 
tunnel entrance under Jackson, Mississippi, several months 
before. 

"Still in perfect condition," breathed Jerry, “and ready 
for you, Tony. Are you ready?" 

"Sure thing!” 

Jerry turned his attention to an adjohifng apparatus 
that was built about a vertical be»x of heavy tubing, which 
was of sufficient size to accommodate the body of a man 
within its colls. 


"The process is Bomewhat different when transferring a 
person from this point to another by the compression of 
that elusive fourth dimension. When I brought you three 
from the surface I projected a surrounding medium—the 
ball of orange light—but In this case the subject must enter 
the influence of the helix. You are the victim, Tony.” 

He moved a small lever and the helix was raised to & 
point six feet above the floor, thus permitting Tony to 
pass under its lower end. Another touch of the lever 
lowered the coil and Tony was imprisdhed within. 

"Like a monkey in a cage,” he laughed. 

Talbot was seized with a fit of violent coughing, but 
this did not deter him from the business in hand. He 
started a large rotary converter and the seven tall vacuum 
tubes of the apparatus slowly heated to their operating 
temperature. These tubes were a foot in diameter and 
more than five feet in height, and were connected to the 
rotary by means of extremely heavy cables. The current 
consumption must have been enormous, for the cylindrical 
plate structures within the glass walls soon glowed almost 
to white heat. Directly above Tony’s head there was a 
small mirror, on the surface of which there impinged a 
pencil ray of dazzling light. Jerry adjusted the angle of 
the mirror carefully, watching the screen of the television 
as he'moved .the controlling dials. The beam of light, re¬ 
flected to the surface of the screen, was so directed as to 
strike the pictured caVern floor at a point directly beside 
the airplane. 

"All set,” announced Jerry. 

"Shoot!” replied Tony. And they could sea that he had 
set his laws in anticipation of the wrench, ha knew waa 
to follow. 


Jerry closed a contactor which operated a large oil 
switch on a near-by pedestal. The lights dimmed and there 
came a grinding clash, followed by a jarring thump and 
the characteristic sensation of the twisting and distorting 
of the space about them. Tony had vanished. 

"Ye gods!” exclaimed Charlie, "did something go wrong?” 

"Indeed not.” Jerry pointed to the screen. 

The light ray no longer painted its tiny brilliant circle 
on the cavern floor. But, in the precise location at which 
it had been directed, they saw Tony, looking somewhat 
dazedly about him. Then he turned in their general direc¬ 
tion and smiled, waving his hand as a signal that all was 
well. They watched him as he clambered Into the cabin 
of the plane, and, through the windows, they could see him 
fussing with the switch that controlled the atomic motor. 
The propeller turned over and was quickly lost in a blur 
as the plane taxied with ever-increasing speed over the 
smooth floor of the cavern. The tail came up, then the 
wheel, and Tony was off. The plane swung rapidly out of 
the field of vision and the three men left the laboratory to 
discuss the situation in Jerry’s library. 

CHAPTER V 

The Search Started 

W ARD and Charlie were of little help to Jerry in 
solving the problem of disposing of the reptilian 
monsters. But the remarkable brain of the out¬ 
lawed scientist worked overtime during Tony’s abort 
absence, so that, by the time the speedy plane landed oil 
the paved area before the castle, there waa heaped up a 
great couglomeration of paraphernalia In anticipation of 
the return, and three jubilant mem were there to greet the 
voyager. Jerry had evolved a plan. 

The plane taxied over the broad apace, ita brakes scream¬ 
ing in protest, and came to a stop between the pile of 
equipment and the huge skeletons of the defunct sauriane. 
There were several suitcases. rifles, pistols, coils of wire, 
and one shiny length of tubing provided with a swivel 
mounting and several hand-wheels that gave it the appear¬ 
ance of a pieee of ordnance. 

"Expect to get all that junk in the plane?” asked Tony, 
when he climbed to the pavement 
"Positively,” said Talbot "and we’re going dinosaur- 
bunting with it." 

"Scheme all doped out?” 

“Yes. I’ll tell you about it when we are Inside.” 

. Jerry was already lugging some of the equipment to the 
open door of the eabln, and the three visitors followed his 
example. It was a tight squeeze, but eventually they had 
stowed themselves as well as all of the apparatus and the 
small arsenal In the five-passenger cabin of the plane. 

"I’ll ask you to pilot, Tony,” said Jerry. “You can 
handle the plane as well as I, and I must be free to oper¬ 
ate this equipment. If you don’t mind, just head along the 
lake shore to the right here at about a hundred miles an 
hour.” 

“Sure thing!” Tony started the motor and jerked the 
plane from the pavement and into the air with, the ealm 
assurance of a veteran pilot. 

As they followed the lake shore at an elevation of not 
more than two or three hundred feet, Jerry opened one of 
the cases and spread a portable direction-finder on his 
knees. At least this apparatus presented the appearance of 
a regular radio eompaae. for there was the regulation loop 
with its graduated dial as well as a high-powered short¬ 
wave receiver. But in addition to the ordinary instmmeats 
there was a complicated mechanism that was qatts am 
familiar to the visiter*. 

"This,” explained Jerry, "is the super-oata* developed 
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by Ainsworth and me. The old oscillograph, you know, 
has been used to measure and chart the electrical currents 
of the human body, including not only those produced in 
the functioning of the heart and lungs, but the actual 
nerve impulses as well. These have been found to be 
actual messages transmitted electrically to and from the 
brain, and are definitely measurable. By combining the 
oslso with the multi-stage amplifier of my direction-finder, 
I expect to be able to pick up the characteristic disturb¬ 
ances occasioned by the body currents of the huge saurians 
and thus locate any of the beasts that might still be at 
large. If I come within a half mile of them.” 

W HILE speaking he had completed the adjustments 
to his satisfaction, and the tiny light ray of the 
osiso now impinged on the narrow tape that was drawn 
across its focus by a faintly whirring clockwork mechan¬ 
ism. He moved the loop antenna slowly from side to side 
as he tuned the receiver to the lower wavelengths. 

“Will this instrument not be likely to pick up waves 
that are set up by our own body currents and those of the 
ape-men?” asked Ward Platt. 

"Hardly," answered Jerry. “Not only are they extremely 
weak, but entirely too high in frequency to be within the 
range of this instrument. In the case of the monsters, 
however, the waves created are far more powerful and are 
something over one meter in length. Consequently my 
receiver will be able to pick them up.” 

The tiny point of light painted an uninterrupted straight 
line of black on the sensitized paper of the tape, and the 
visitors continued to watch in silence as the plane sped 
steadily over the courses prescribed by Jerry. Then the 
thin black line commenced showing a measurable degree of 
waviness and this quickly resolved into a regular series of 
jerky wave forms that told of rhythmic pulsations in the 
circumambient ether. 

“Ah,” breathed Jerry, swinging the loop to obtain maxi¬ 
mum and minimum indications, “we have a line on one 
of them now." 

At his direction, Tony headed the plane inland and 
climbed to a slightly greater 'altitude. They were above 
the forest of overgrown mushrooms. 

The Death Flame 

HE indications grew stronger as they progressed in¬ 
land, and the occasional adjustments of the loop pro¬ 
vided accurate means of setting the plane’s course. They 
soon came upon the broad swath through the forest which 
marked the trail of the huge creature they were hunting. 
This was followed until they reached the edge of the forest 
and saw that there was a native village directly ahead. 

The scene of destruction that greeted their eyes was 
one that beggared description. The huts were utterly 
demolished throughout the greater portion of the village, 
and here and there were huge furrows where the marauding 
monster had torn up pavements and dug deeply into the 
earth with its powerful claws. The ruins were blood- 
spattered, and mangled bodies of the ape-people and their 
young were strewn everywhere within vision. 

Jerry growled his anger. “Do you see why we must rid 
Subterrania of these creatures?” he snarled. “This one 
surprised them.” 

Then they saw the monstrous form of the scaly reptile. 
Alone it towered amidst the ruins, weaving its tiny head 
from side to side as if searching for more of the ape-people 
to satisfy its blood-lust It was the same creature they had 
viewed in the television and was of even greater size than 
they had thought, Propped upright on its thick tall and 
heavy hind legs, it surveyed its surroundings in lordly 
dominance, blood dripping from its forelegs and shoulders. 


Jerry busied himself with a strange weapon as Tony 
stalled the plane, slipping into the slow, hovering glide 
that was its most unusual feature. They lost altitude very 
gradually as they circled immediately over the monster, 
which now observed them with beady and suspicious eyes. 

“What in Sam Hill is that?” asked Charlie, as Talbot 
connected two flexible cables from the rifle-like weapon to 
a high speed, atomic-motor-driven generator that was re¬ 
vealed by the opening of another of the cases. 

"A ray-projector, variable frequency, for producing disin¬ 
tegration of atoms,” grunted Jerry as he tightened the last 
connection. 

“Going to disintegrate him?” asked Ward. 

“No. It isn’t possible. This ray is only effective in the 
disintegration of certain of the simpler elements. But we 
can start a progressive disintegration of the nitrogen atoms 
in the air, which produces oxygen and causes a release of 
energy in the form of heat. The heat burns the oxygen and 
I use the resulting flame against this vile creature.” 

H E had leveled the weapon through an open window of 
the cabin and started the powerful generator that 
supplied it with energy. Tony manipulated the controls 
of the plane to bring them within very close range, and 
the remarkable ship was now almost stationary as if in a 
gravityless field. A screaming bellow came from the huge 
beast below them and this was answered by a shouted 
curse from Jerry as he pressed the catch that released the 
energy of hla projector. 

A sudden spurt of dazzling white flame followed this 
motion—a pencil of sputtering incandescence that nearly 
blinded the observers. Full on the bloated flank of the 
reptilian monster it struck, and, with a scream of pain, 
the vast creature bounded high in the air, twisting and 
squirming in its agony and fright. Then, swift as a race 
horse, it plunged through the demolished village and made 
for the forest in great flying leaps. 

Quick as a flash, Tony had started the motor of the 
plane and turned in pursuit. Jerry sent forth another 
spurt of the death flame as soon as they were within range. 
One of the creature’s forelegs was burned away from its 
body as by a huge oxy-acetylene flame. It screamed anew 
and turned to face this terrible enemy from the air. Ruth¬ 
lessly Jerry poured the awful flame into the enormous 
body and the rank smoke of burning flesh filled the air. 
But the creature was possessed of marvelous vitality and, 
with its vitals literally aflame from the tremendous heat, 
bounded again and again high in the air in its desperate 
attempts to reach out and destroy its persistent enemy. 
Then, by a lucky chance, the flame contacted with the 
slender portion of its long neck, just back of the small 
head, which was thus severed completely from the body. 
Jerry shut off the power and they watched the death 
struggles of the headless monster, which flopped and 
crashed about In the forest for many minutes. 

“Waugh!" said Tony. “Let’s go away from here!” And 
he shot the plane to greater altitude and once more headed 
for the lake. 

The Passage Is Closed 

T HOUGH they cruised around in the main cavern for 
several hours there were no further indications of 
the presence of others of the monster reptiles. Only when 
they approached the passage which led to the cavern of 
the monBters was there any irregularity in the tiny black 
lines of the oscillograph tape, and the positions of the 
loop showed conclusively that the ether disturbances were 
created behind the quarter-mile thickness of solid rock 
wall that separated the two caverns. 

“Well,” said Jerry finally, “It seems there were only the 
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four that ventured forth. Now to close off the passageway.” 

He directed Tony to land the plane at a point about five 
hundred yards in front of the broken concrete barrier 
that had for so long a time held back the huge reptiles from 
the main caverns of Subterrania. They clambered to the 
smooth rock floor and Jerry was quickly at work con¬ 
necting up other portions of his equipment 

The shiny tube with its swivel mounting and hand- 
wheels was set up on a rugged metal tripod, and flexible 
cables were carried from It to the same generator which 
had supplied the energy that destroyed the colossal saurian. 

“Atomic disintegration again?" inquired Tony. 

“No, molecular disintegration in this case, and so a 
somewhat more complicated ray is used. You understand, 
of course, that we have thus far learned how to start the 
disintegration of relatively few of the elements, and dif¬ 
ferent frequencies are required for each. In this case we 
are to cause the progressive disintegration of calcium car¬ 
bonate, while in destroying the gigantic lizard we disin¬ 
tegrated nitrogen only. This rocky wall is of crystalline 
limestone, comprised essentially of calcium carbonate— 
one part calcium, one part carbon and three of oxygen. 
We are to break It down into its elements, calcium, car¬ 
bon and oxygen. For this reason we must wear masks, 
since a considerable amount of carbon dioxide will be 
liberated.” 

He had located a number of bulky gas masks in one of 
the cases and now handed one- to each of his visitors and 
prepared to don the fourth one himself. 

“But,” objected Ward, “you use such a small generator. 
I have always been under the impression that a tremendous 
amount of energy would be required to disintegrate a 
compound." 

“There is. But, you see, I merely start the process by 
exploding a few atoms. In other words I use simple atomic 
disintegration to start mdlecular disintegration. The en¬ 
ergy released by these few is communicated to their fellows 
and the process then requires no additional external energy 
beyond that required to limit the action and control its 
direction and magnitude. As you know, an atom does not 
radiate energy except when one or more of its electrons 
changes its orbit Now, when my energy is directed into 
a material in order to disintegrate a few of its atoms, it 
merely speeds up the electrons in their orbits to such a 
degree that they fly off entirely—the atom explodes, thus 
releasing its entire energy suddenly. This gives the energy 
to break down even a complex inorganic compound into 
its elements." 

H E started the generator and directed the muzzle of 
the tube at the rock wall before them. There was 
no visible beam when he pressed the release, but a shower 
of sparks flew from the point of contact, and their sur¬ 
roundings were lighted with such brilliance as to com¬ 
pletely dim the normal illumination of the five suns of 
the realm. Their ear-drums were paralysed by the terrify¬ 
ing roar that followed the rending of the elements. 

The ray cut into the solid rock like a knife into cheese 
and they quickly saw the method to be used in blocking 
the passage-way. Jerry started cutting on a vertical line 
tangent to the curved right edge of the yawning opening 
through which the monsters had entered the main cavern. 
He extended this vertical cut to a point about one hundred 
and twenty feet above the cavern floor—more than twice 
the height of the opening—and then started cutting hori¬ 
zontally. In a few minutes he had outlined a complete 
arch over the passage, an arch that encompassed consider¬ 
ably more than enough of the hard limestone to All the 
passage when it fell away by its own weight But it 
would be necessary to cut very deeply into the wall for 


a sufficient weight of the material to be freed to break 
away from the main wall, due to its cantilever-supported 
weight. 

A veritable inferno raged within the crevices being cut 
by the action of the ray, and the solid rock beneath their 
feet trembled in harmony with the tremendous pulsations 
of released energy. As the minutes passed, the cuts drove 
more deeply until they could see that the great mass of 
stone was sagging. The horizontal crevice was opening 
slightly as the forward face of the cut-away section sank 
slowly under its own weight. Nearly sixty feet wide and 
of about the same height, the loosening section had now 
been cut in to a depth of more than two hundred feet. 
The shearing stresses at the support of that cantilever must 
have been enormous. 

Then, as if in wonder as to the cause of the commotion, 
a huge head was thrust forth from the mouth of the 
passage. Huge it appeared when only the head could be 
seen, but tiny It was in comparison with the enormous 
body they could now see forcing its way forward in the 
opening through which it could barely squeeze. The 
watchers were frozen with horror, for, with a single one 
of its tremendous leaps, this gigantic brontosaurus could 
land in their midst and they would be powerless to escape. 
But Jerry only increased the power and moved the direc¬ 
tion controls of his tube a little faster. 

Blinking uncertainly in the dazzling light, the bronto¬ 
saurus looked upward, curving its tapered neck outward 
from the semi-darkness of the passageway. Then, sud¬ 
denly, there came a terrific roar. The earth shook as 
thousands of tons of rock crashed into the passage, sealing 
it forever. 

The head, with its staring eyes, rolled a hundred feet 
from the caved-ln outer surface of the wall and lay Inert 
where it fell. 

Jerry cut off the power and started disconnecting the 
cables, warning his visitors by pantomime not to remove 
their gas masks. 

That Job was finished—and well. 

CHAPTER VI 

Across Atakna 

OW,” said Jerry, when they were once more in the 
cabin of the plane, “suppose we shoot across the 
lake and do a little reconnolterlng. We have 
been delayed long enough in the matter of the restoration 
of the stolen mentalities.” 

He took the controls himself and they were soon headed 
over the still, dark waters of Atakna. 

"Talbot,” ventured Ward Platt, when he had removed 
his now unnecessary gas mask, “may I inquire as to the 
reason you did not use the flame projector on the attacking 
brontosaurus at the castle?” 

"Only because I didn’t think of it at the time,” admitted 
Jerry, “but you must not think of that ray weapon as a 
flame projector. It merely directs a beam of complex 
vibrations within the limits of which beam the disin¬ 
tegration process is carried out. In this case there is the 
progressive disruption of atoms of nitrogen to form oxy¬ 
gen. Also, a partial vacuum is thus set up within the 
ray’s influence and oxygen rushes in from the surrounding 
air to fill the gap. This great concentration of oxygen is 
then caused to burn at terrific temperature by the Intense 
heat generated in the disintegration of the nitrogen atoms. 
It worked fine, didn’t it?" 

“I’ll say it didl" Ward Platt subsided and lost himself 
in thought as he gazed through the window at the dark 
waters that were rushing so swiftly by underneath them. 

“The larger projector is similar to that used in boring 
your great tunnels?” asked Tony. 
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“The same. It Is adjustable to various frequencies and 
Is capable of starting the disintegration of no less than 
eight of the elements. We were thus able to bore through 
all of the various strata encountered, since we may alwayB 
remove the major constituents and leave a minimum of 
residue. It is simply a question of eliminating elements 
in such proportion that the greater part of the left-over 
material is liberated as a gas of some sort and little or 
no solid matter is left remaining.” 

They were approaching the far shore of the lake and 
Jerry reduced speed as they neared their destination. 

"Here,” he announced, “is the encampment of the super¬ 
men and morons.” 

T HE plane drifted lazily across the strip of land which 
separated the village of the exiles from the waters of 
the lake. At this point the footing seemed to be of powdery 
sand that was filled with bright particles, probably of mica, 
that caused the whole to gleam with sliver-brightness in 
the light of the five suns. The village itself was orderly 
and presented to view hundreds of rudely and hastily con¬ 
structed huts, whose roofs were composed of overlapping 
discs of iridescent hue that reminded the visitors of the 
scaly hides of the monsters they had recently fought. 

"Enormous lily pads,” explained Jerry in answer to a 
question from the hitherto silent Charlie. “The shallow 
shore waters of the lake abound with such vegetation. The 
pads are sometimes ten or even twelve feet in diameter, 
and over an inch thick. When thoroughly dried out they 
are as tough as shoe leather.” 

There was little evidence of activity in the village at 
first, though they did make out a few wandering couples 
near the outskirts. Each pair was of the opposite types 
of beings—one a superman, the other a moron who seemed 
to be entirely dependent on his larger and stronger com¬ 
panion. Our visitors drifted to a lower altitude to obtain 
a closer view. Jerry seemed to be very much excited and 
his nervous cough reasserted itself with alarming frequency. 

“You see,” he explained between spasms of coughing, 
"the morons and our supermen were at first deadly enemies 
and fought desperately until they discovered their mental 
mates here and there, when the fighting ceased and they 
retired to thiB secluded spot to think things over and to 
make plans. Each pair that you Bee below represents a 
moron and the corresponding superman or woman to whom 
that moron’s brain was transmitted. The supermen have 
acquired these intelligences but are entirely unhappy in 
the possession of them, and now guard jealously the inter¬ 
ests of the individual from which the particular mentality 
with its memories of the past was transferred. During the 
original fighting a great number on both sides were killed, 
for which reason there are still quite a few who have lost 
their mental mates and are thus hopeless of ever being 
restored to normality. Of course, they all bear an intense 
hatred toward Ainsworth and myself, but the unmated ones 
are now supported and protected by those who have found 
their mates. It is a wholly pitiful situation.” 

Although the atomic motor of their plane was practically 
noiseless, the swish of the slowly revolving propeller was 
distinctly audible, and it was undoubtedly this sound that 
caused one of the supermen to look upward. He gesticu¬ 
lated excitedly and immediately set up such a clamor of 
shouting that the occupants of the huts came tumbling out 
in great numbers, some of them armed with the army rifles 
they had originally obtained in the castle. 

A Warm Reception 

J ERRY unfurled a white flag he had brought with him 
and Waved it from one of the open windows. Surely 


this universal emblem of peaceful intentions would be 
recognized by the supermen. 

But no, there still smouldered an intense resentment 
against the perpetrators of the misdeed, the cause of their 
misfortunes. They would kill the only living being who 
had it in his power to restore them to normality! 

A dozen rifles were raised simultaneously and metal- 
cased bullets whistled past the plane, a few taking effect 
in the steel walls of the cabin. Another broadside followed 
and this time the aim was better, for flying glass filled the 
cabin and the occupants ducked instinctively. Blood flowed 
from a great gash across Jerry’s cheek, 

“Why, dog-gone it!” shouted Ward in anger, “they will, 
will they?” And he grabbed a Springfield from the heap 
on the cabin floor. 

"No—no! I tell you, Platt!" Jerry screamed in protest 
as he pulled back on the stick and shot full power into the 
tiny motor. "You’ll spoil everything. Don’t—don’t shoot 
them!” he babbled. 

But there was little need for the admonition, for the 
airplane had already zoomed far out of range of the vil¬ 
lagers. Besides, hot-headed Ward Platt had dropped the 
rifle in embarrassment. 

“Sorry, Jerry,” he muttered, "I didn’t think. But what’s 
the matter with them? Don’t they realize that they can’t 
be helped except by you?” 

“They don’t trust me. And small wonder. They—" 

But Jerry’s speech was cut short by a paroxysm of that 
awful coughing and his guests exchanged significant glances 
of pity. 

The far shore of the lake dropped rapidly astern as the 
plane headed swiftly in the direction of the castle. 

It was a puzzling and altogether incomprehensible situa¬ 
tion they faced, and Tony turned it over in his mind as 
they sped toward Olaka. Jerry was thoroughly cured of 
his crazy ambitions, he mused. Ainsworth! He had been 
the controlling factor in evolving the terrible plan of the 
two! And, once freed of the malign influence by the death 
of his partner, Talbot had repented. But he was a sick 
man—very sick. Lucky if he lived to see to a finish the 
rectification of the damage he had wrought. 

To think that such a realm had been discovered by these 
two in their accidental explorations below the surface of 
the earth! No wonder the world had refused to believe. 
Pithecanthropus erectus,* Indeed! Who could expect the 
world to believe that Talbot and his partner had found 
huge bubbles in the earth’s crust peopled by millions of 
the creatures such as existed on the surface not less than 
a half million years ago? Why should they be expected to 
believe that the two scientists had, by artificially speeding 
up of normal evolutionary processes, developed these 
creatures, first into semblances of the Grimaldi who roamed 
the earth about 25,000 years B. C., then into veritable 
supermen of great stature and marvelous physique, with 
superhuman brain capacity that was, however, empty of 
Intelligence? Only ordinary apes had been seen in the 
cavern underneath the subway tunnel, was the general 
opinion of the populace. Who would believe that hundreds 
of the unfortunates who were kidnapped from Greater New 
York had been subjected to this “fantastic” brain surgery 
that had robbed them of their minds and had transferred 
these stolen intellects to the receptive brain structures of 
the supermen? It was utterly ridiculous, but here was the 
proof. And the prehistoric monsters! Perish the thought 
that they should ever tell to the press the story of their 
existence! Tony Bhook his head. 

•An erect apemari, remains of which were discovered by Dubois 
in Java in 1892. It is supposed to be one of the “missing links” 
between man and ape. 
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Charlie laughed. “Day-dreaming, Tony?” he asked. 

But they were dropping to a landing on the paved area 
before the castle and Tony did not reply. 

A Knotty Problem 

“ ENTLEMEN,” said Jerry, when they had once more 
V T gathered in the laboratory, “you can now see for 
yourselves how difficult is the task in which I have asked 
you to assist. In time, of course, I am sure the borrowed 
mentalities of the supermen would come to the only too 
obvious conclusion that the sole remedy for their condition 
is to be obtained through one Jerry Talbot. But I fear I 
shall not be here that long. The work must be started at 
once If it is to be successful, and our problem is to get 
these poor creatures into the castle for treatment. But 
they must not be harmed—any of them.” 

“Might we not gas them?” suggested Ward. 

"I am afraid not. There are no gases we could safely 
use. The Irritants, such as chlorine and phosgene, would 
prove fatal if a great enough concentration were used to 
permit of removing all of them from the village before 
recovery. The lachrymators, such as xylyl bromide and 
ethyl iodoacetate, would not do. And a paralyzant—prussic 
or hydrocyanic acid—means almost instant death. No, we 
must use other means.” 

“How about the paralyzing energy used on the original 
subway victims?” asked Charlie, thinking ruefully of his 
own unpleasant experience. 

"The generator of that energy was unfortunately de¬ 
stroyed at the time of the explosion under the tunnel.” 
Jerry seemed disconsolate and his once handsome features 
appeared drawn and unusually haggard under the bright 
lights or the laboratory. 

“Why not bring them here willy-nilly by the fourth di¬ 
mensional process, as we were brought from New York?” 
asked Tony. 

"We could not bring more than four at a time. And 
If one of those balls of orange flame whisked away four of 
their number before their very eyes, I .fear the rest would 
flee the district and break up into smaller groups of 
fugitives who would be overcome by hunger and disease. 
We should never gather them together again.” 

“Then what’s to be done?” Tony’s expression deadened 
to one of discouragement. 

Jerry hesitated, looking apprehensively from one to an¬ 
other of his visitors. “It Is I whom they hate and fear,” 
he said finally, “but it might be that one of you three would 
find a welcome among them, and would be able to talk 
them Into voluntary submission to the operations that 
would restore them. It is a chance, of course, but—” 

"I’ll do it!” Tony interrupted him enthusiastically. 

“Not on your life!” exclaimed Charlie, “I will.” 

“How do you get that way—you fellows?” objected 
Ward. “How about me ?” 

And Jerry actually laughed. It was good to have friends 
like these—friends who were willing to forget his past 
mistakes and to aid him in his attempts at partial 
atonement. 

Tony Wins 

HE good-natured argument as to who should visit the 
village across the lake was ended when Talbot pro¬ 
posed that the three men draw straws for the honor, as 
they persisted in calling it. 

"You always were a lucky devil,” commented Charlie, 
when the longest of the three wires, which Talbot concealed 
in his fist in lieu of actual straws, was drawn by Tony. 

Ward Platt grunted his disappointment, for he was par¬ 
ticularly anxious to get into the thing himself. 

But Jerry stared apprehensively at the screen of the tele¬ 


vision when it was adjusted to obtain a view of the village 
across the lake. Excitement still reigned among the 
villages. 

"You must be very careful,” he warned Tony, when the 
latter was enclosed in the helix of the fourth dimension 
compressor, "they are quite upset over in the village, and 
nothing must happen to you. We will watch carefully in 
the television and I’ll do my best to return you to the 
laboratory immediately in case of trouble. But be careful, 
won’t you?” 

"Sure. Don’t worry about me,” Tony said confidently. 
“This is duck soup for me.” 

He braced himself for the shock of the transmission. 

The tiny light spot of the mechanism was adjusted to a 
point on the outskirts of the village. It was located In the 
shadow of a huge mushroom growth and would afford tem¬ 
porary shelter to Tony while he looked over the ground 
before actually entering the village. 

“Ready?” asked Jerry. 

"All set.” 

And once more, as the three men bent over the table-top 
screen, there came the fearful wrenching thump that seemed 
to warp the very universe around them. They saw Tony 
sprawl ignomlniously beneath the great mushroom. He 
had braced himself a bit too rigidly in anticipation of the 
shock and lost his balance on arrival. 

CHAPTER VII 

Kitty Magehan 

ONY scrambled to his feet and took quick stock of 
his snrroundings. He was alone, but from the direc¬ 
tion of the village there came to his ears a confused 
babel of shoutings and angry mutterings. He did not think 
it would be healthy to walk in on the inhabitants at that 
moment. 

He settled himself at the base ef the smooth stem of 
the great mushroom that spread its umbrella top twenty 
feet above the ground. He would wait until the villagers 
quieted themselves before risking a visit. 

How long he sat thus he had no means of knowing, for 
his watch had stopped. But it seemed that several hours 
had passed and there was still but little abatement of the 
uproar in the village. He grew sleepy and found himself 
nodding. This would never do! 

He jumped to his feet with the intention of walking 
about in order to keep awake. His first step brought him 
face to face with a startling sight. A wildly unkempt 
creature was staring at him from around the thick stem 
of the gigantic mushroom. 

Hopeless imbecility gazed from those terrible eyes that 
were set in the unbelievably dirty face of a young girl. 
Her clothing hung in rags on her sparse figure and the 
lack of shoes and stockings betrayed the pitifully torn 
and bruised legs. Her hair, once beautifully russet in 
color, now showed a sickly green in the eerie light of the 
underground realm and it was matted with burrs and clay. 

“Kitty Magehan!” gasped Tony, stepping back a pace in 
horror. 

Kitty had worked in his office not six months previously^ 
a likeable and talented stenographer. Gone was her bril¬ 
liant wit, her fastidious neatness, her smiling cheerfulness. 
Utterly lost were her memory and her reason. But some¬ 
thing in the hidden reaches of her brain stirred at sight 
of this sympathetic-looking man- She fell to her knees and 
fawned upon Tony like a puppy on Its master. He choked 
back the lump which had suddenly risen in his throat. 
Where was her mate! What if she could not be found? 
Then Kitty’s case would be quite hopeless. 

"You poor kid!” exclaimed Tony, raising the pitiful 
remnant of this once attractive little girl to her feet 
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He looked deeply Into the large blue eyes, once so 
roguish and provocative but now glazed with the terrible 
stare of utter idiocy. 

“My God!” he groaned, "this is terrible. No wonder 
Talbot is anxious to repair the damage! And this poor 
little girl is beyond help.” 

The whimpering girl pawed at his clothes and begged 
with those awful eyes until Tony’s heart turned cold within 
him. She muttered incoherently, and great tears ran down 
her sunken cheeks. 

Then there was the sound of loud voices from behind, 
and Tony wheeled about to face two of the supermen— 
huge, naked specimens of the mad scientists’ handiwork. 
They glared malevolently at the intruder and one of them 
raised an automatic pistol. From the glitter in the eyes 
of the armed superman, Tony knew that he meant busi¬ 
ness, and, quick as a flash, he ducked. 

But Kitty was even quicker. She sprang between him 
and the upraised pistol just as the man fired. Tony 
caught her as she fell, and, unmindful of the presence of 
his assailant, laid her tenderly on the mossy stone. He 
drew back the tattered remains of her dress and saw that 
the little puncture from which blood flowed so fiercely 
was directly over the heart. Kitty breathed her last in 
his arms. 

"Oh you beast—you monstrous beast!” he screeched, turn¬ 
ing once more to face the giant who had killed her. 

But the giant was sobbing like a baby and he fell to his 
knees beside the slain girl, moaning his remorse as he 
attempted to get an answer from the lips that had closed 
forever. 

Tony stared at the companion of the slayer and was 
amazed by the answering look of understanding and 
sympathy. 

Palo and Brun 

T HE two giants carried the wasted, bleeding body into 
the depths of the mushroom forest and located a hollow 
where they prepared to bury it. Tony followed them un¬ 
hindered and watched as they tenderly covered the remains 
and’set up a small marker in memory of the unhappy girl. 
When they had completed their task they regarded him 
once more, now without anger. 

“Who are you?” asked the one who had killed the girl. 
“Anthony Russell—an engineer from New York,” replied 
Tony, unhesitatingly. 

"A friend of Ainsworth and Talbot?” 

“Ainsworth is dead, and Talbot is dying slowly of a 
serious lung affection,” said Tony. “While not exactly a 
friend of Talbot’s, I am here at his request to assist him in 
repairing some of the damage that was done in the opera¬ 
tions which were performed in the castle several months 
ago.” 

The two supermen stared aghast. “Ainsworth dead?” 
exclaimed the killer. “And Talbot wishing to help us? 
It is impossible!” 

“Yet it is true,” interposed Tony firmly. 

They regarded him long and fixedly and the incredulity 
in their eyes slowly gave way to astonished belief. The 
killer brushed from his eyes the tears that once more 
smarted there. 

“I am Palo,” he said simply, "and my companion is 
Brun. We are known in the village as orphans, the name 
which has been applied to those who have no mental mates. 
The former possessors of the intellects with which we are 
now cursed have been killed or have passed away. We 
have no hope of release save in death, but many in the 
village still nurse a forlorn hope of regeneration.” 

“And Kitty?” Tony indicated the freshly covered grave. 
I “Likewise an orphan," replied Palo. “I am sorry she 


has gone, and at my hands. But It is better so. She Is 
better off by far.” 

“A mercy it would be, if both of us could follow her, 
too,” spoke Brun for the first time. 

Tony regarded them in amazement—their speech was so 
gentle. “How many,” he inquired, “are there in the village 
who have mental mates?” 

“Two hundred and six,” replied Brun. “That is, there 
are that number of beings from the outer world who have 
been bereft of their sense, and an equal number of our 
kind who have unwillingly acquired those minds." 

"Besides sixty-three of us who are known as orphans,” 
added Palo, "sixty-two now, since Kitty has gone." He 
glanced sadly in the direction of her grave. 

Tony brightened with hope; these two men seemed 
amenable to reason. “I am here,” he stated, “to bring a 
proposition from the castle to the villages. As I told you, 
Talbot is sorry for what he has done. He has sent for me 
and two of my friends to help him in the work of restoring 
these stolen minds to their rightful owners. We have 
agreed to assist him in every possible way and we will see 
to it that the work is promptly and properly done—pro¬ 
vided the consent of the unfortunates of this village Is 
given. Are you in sympathy with the proposal?" 

Palo nodded in silence, but Brun made hesitating reply. 
“If what you say is true,” he said, “we are in sympathy. 
But it may be you will have some difficulty in convincing 
the others. Those with mates still harbor a fierce resent¬ 
ment, though we of the orphans have become rather in¬ 
different in the matter. Think—just think what this ter¬ 
rible thing means!” 

He rose to his full height and beat his naked breast 
“This body,” he said, “was created by those two crazy 
scientists in the attempt to produce supermen from a 
lowlier race of creatures. As a body—a physical creation— 
It was a success, beyond their wildest dreams. Then they 
endowed Brun with a marvelous brain—a brain of perfect 
structure and exceptional capacity, but with nothing in it. 
To supply the deficiency they tore from the arms of his 
loved ones a business man of the upper world, an unfor¬ 
tunate who was hastening homeward to his sick wife and 
children. The already tortured brain of this unfortunate 
being was ruthlessly plundered—its hopes and fears and 
memories entering the brain of Brun alonjf with the knowl¬ 
edge of speech, of art, of literature and of business as it 
Is carried on in the upper world. That unfortunate has 
passed away but his fears and sorrows remain with Brun. 
The hopes have long since departed. Brun is a miserable 
creature.” 

He sat down once more, dropping his head Into the huge, 
muscular hands that spent their sudden accession of nervous 
energy in clutching at the thick, curly hair. 

“But the others,” said Tony gently, after a pause. “Is 
It your wish that they be helped?” 

“Yes! Yes!” Brun and Palo spoke emphatically. 

"Then you must help me to help them,” said Tony. 
“Return to the village and tell them of my arrival. Spread 
the news that help is at hand. Beg them to return to the 
castle and place themselves in our hands—peacefully and 
willingly. The stolen minds will be taken from their 
present possessors and returned to their rightful owners, 
who will then be taken to their homes. Will you help?” 

They considered for a moment; then nodded agreement. 

"We’ll try,” said Palo simply, rising to his feet. “Please 
be so good as to stay right where you are until we return.” 

And he and Brun walked rapidly in the direction of the 
Tillage. 

Reconciliation 


T HE Subterranian forest seemed strangely silent and 
full of disquieting possibilities. Tony dared not move 
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from bis position, for he was certain he would become lost 
were be to attempt leaving the small hollow where Kitty's 
body had been interred. Besides, there was the admonition 
of Palo. He must be here when they returned. 

But, as time passed and the sense of desolate Isolation 
deepened, Tony was assailed by grave misgivings. Suppose, 
even now, they were creeping stealthily through the forest 
with the intention of taking his life? Occasional mysteri¬ 
ous sounds from the depths of the vast mushroom thicket 
gave color to this suspicion. But Tony was no coward and 
he resolutely stood his ground. 

He knew that it could not be much more than a mile to 
the village, hut he had not the faintest idea of its direc¬ 
tion. The five widely separated suns gave him no indication 
of position, for he had not studied their grouping with 
relation to the layout of the main cavern. There was no 
east nor west, sunset, or night in the realm of Subterrania. 
He wished devoutly that Charlie or Ward had accompanied 
him on this mission. 

Then there came a rising murmur of confused sounds— 
shouts and pistol shots. There was now no doubt as to 
the direction of the village, nor regarding the excitement 
aroused by the message of Palo and Brun. But were the 
demonstrations a sign of approval or disapproval of his 
proposal? The continued reverberations of the shooting 
led him to believe that the latter was the case. And the 
sounds drew nearer with every passing moment 

There was nothing he could do. If the supermen were 
bent upon taking his life he could not escape them. He 
would get no more than a few hundred yards into the forest 
before they would be upon him. So he waited patiently 
and stoically, trusting that Jerry would be able to pick 
him up in one of the orange flares if danger became 
imminent 

Fully twenty of the supermen burst into the clearing, 
howling and leaping and shooting rifles and pistols into the 
air as they advanced. They were everywhere around him 
before he could stir, and he was immediately the center of 
a wildly capering mob of the giant creatures, the foremost 
of which were Palo and Brun. Great hands seized him and, 
helpless to resist he was borne on the shoulders of first 
one and then the other as they hustled him unceremoniously 
from the forest 

With his breath nearly jolted out of his body, Tony was 
finally lowered to the ground in a large open space of 
the village, where he found himself surrounded by the 
entire population, who had now calmed down to perfect 
order and regarded him expectantly from a respectful dis¬ 
tance. Palo and Brun flanked him, Palo addressing the 
encircling crowd. 

“Friends,” he shouted, "this is Anthony Russell, of whom 
I told you. He will arrange with Talbot that those of you 
who have mental mates will undergo operations to'restore 
to those mates the stolen mentalities that now torment you. 
Do you agree to place yourselves in the hands of Mr. 
Russell?” 

Volunteers I 

HE reply was instant and deafening. The magnificent 
bodies of the super-people responded with sudden re¬ 
newals of their previous demonstrations. They used the 
remainder of their ammunition in a salvo of shots fired 
into the air in celebration. Pathetically staring morons 
were hugged to their huge breasts, and even the orphans 
joined in the jubilation. Tony heaved a sigh of relief. 

Suddenly there came a puff of orange vapor at his side, 
and Jeremiah Talbot faced the assemblage! A fearsome 
quiet ensued. 

Then there rose from the morons a piteous babbling and 
whimpering. They groveled In the dust and moss, their 


groping intellects sensing somehow that this man was to 
be feared. Jerry clutched at his throat and coughed hor¬ 
ribly. Tony looked at him sharply and saw that flecks of 
blood stained his lips. His time was Indeed short! 

, The supermen were silent and each gave undivided atten¬ 
tion to his or her mental mate. They picked the unfor¬ 
tunate creatures from the ground and comforted them with 
unintelligible mutterings and croonings as a mother quiets 
a babe. Palo and Brun 6tood by with folded arms, their 
features inscrutable. 

Then Jerry spoke, and all listened. 

“The message brought to you by Mr. Russell is gospel 
truth,” he averred, “and it is my wish to restore each of 
you to his former condition. There 1 b no ulterior motive 
this time. Mine is a mission of mercy. I would, as far 
as is possible, atone for my sins against you. My plea is 
for forgiveness, or, if this be impossible, for tolerance at 
least until the wrongs are set right. I wish to perform on 
all of you who have mates, the psycho-transference opera¬ 
tion, reversing the former process. This, as you know, is a 
painless and bloodless operation and the results are oertain 
and rapid. And, if you so desire, I shall perform it first 
on a single couple who will volunteer, the rest of the work 
to follow your observation of the results of the first opera¬ 
tion. What do you say?” 

Talbot waited apprehensively. Would they go back on 
their resolution of a few minutes previously? 

The whimperings of the morons had been quieted, and 
the supermen faced the speaker in an attitude of dignified 
uncertainty. It was difficult for -them to change at short 
notice the feelings they had nursed for so many months. 
But Palo and Brun had presented the oase well. A super¬ 
man, a superb specimen of the scientists’ handiwork, ad¬ 
vanced from the circle of villagers, half carrying a tattered 
and disheveled moron of little more than half his size. 

“We volunteer for the initial experiment,” he stated 
simply. 

And the cheer that rose from the encircling crowd gave 
ample evidence of the success of the mission. Jerry’s eyes 
became very bright and his entire being radiated happi¬ 
ness. But for many minutes he was unable to utter a 
word of gratitude. 

CHAPTER vrri 
The First Operation 

HE volunteers, the superman and his mental mate, 
were returned to the laboratory by means of the 
fourth dimensional compression, the apparatus being 
controlled by Ward Plattwhom Jerry had instructed dur¬ 
ing Tony’s absence. Ward was extremely proud of his 
accomplishment in mastering the delicate adjustments in¬ 
volved, and it was his task for the next fifty hours or so 
to return the villagers to the castle in groups of four from 
the spot designated by Jerry before he left. 

Into the main operating-room of Talbot’s unique hos¬ 
pital stalked the first Buperman with his cowering mate. 
The ten pairs of tables shone spotlessly white, and the 
musical whirr of the equipment in the adjoining power 
plant told of the functioning of the generators used in the 
psycho-transference operation. All was in readiness, and 
Jerry’s face was radiant It was unnaturally flushed; but 
his attitude was aB cool and confident as in the old days 
before his illness. 

The superman, Canas by name, was led to one of a pair 
of operating tables and stretched his magnificent frame on 
Its white surface without a word of protest Tony had 
been drafted as Jerry’s assistant in the work and he pro¬ 
ceeded to adjust the inhalator for anaesthetizing Hanna 
with nitrous oxide and oxygen in preparation for the late» 
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administration of ether. The vacant-eyed and trembling 
mental mate of Canas was handled by Jerry like a child, 
and, after considerable coaxing and pleading, was stretched 
on the companion table and breathing his first whiff of 
the gas. 

The metallic skullcaps were adjusted over the heads of 
the two as soon as anaesthesia was complete, and Jerry 
turned the power Into the mechanism on the wall to which 
was connected the cable from each of the caps. The many 
instruments and relays on the panel clicked and buzzed 
with instant activity and the air in the operating room 
seemed to take on a tenseness as it became charged with 
ozone. Both patients lay white and still, although breath¬ 
ing heavily under the ether. Jerry made constant use of 
the stethoscope and instructed Tony carefully in the further 
administration of the anaesthetic. 

“As I understand It,” said Tony, when the operation was 
well under way, "the functioning of the brain cells is 
actually electrical, and the transference of the knowledge 
and reasoning power from one brain to the other Is merely 
a shifting of these electrical impulses from one to the 
Other." 

“Well, something like that," admitted Jerry. "You see, 
Tony, when we get right down to it we find that nothing 
really exists In the world or, for that matter, in the entire 
universe except energy. There is no such thing as finite 
matter. What we perceive as such is merely a manifesta¬ 
tion of energy in some form or other. Substances as we 
perceive them are made up of molecules, the molecules of 
atoms, and the atoms of protons and electrons, which are 
nothing more than charges of electricity. This is true 
even in the convolutions, the cells of a living brain, and 
It is the arrangement of the electrical charges that de¬ 
termines the Intelligence and knowledge of the possessor 
of the brain. We are now removing from each and every 
cell in the brain of Canas the charges that normally be¬ 
longed In the corresponding cell in the brain of the moron. 
They are being absorbed in much the same manner as a 
storage battery absorbs its electrical charge; an actual 
electro chemical transformation is taking place.” 

“TT’S a wonderful thing, Jerry, and utterly without 

1 precedent in the world of science. Yet, as you explain 
it, it seems logical and comparatively simple. But there 
must be inconceivable difficulty in constructing apparatus 
to differentiate properly between cells and to allocate the 
charges correctly." 

“It was an enormous task. But Ainsworth, as you know, 
was particularly expert at that sort of thing.” 

Canas was restless and an inhuman moan escaped his 
loosely parted lips. Jerry carefully dropped an additional 
quantity of ether on the surface of the cone that covered 
his nostrils. 

“These supermen,” said Tony, “won’t they prove trouble¬ 
some when their borrowed intelligence has deserted them?” 

"No. They were extremely tractable before—you saw how 
I was able to handle Crom when he playfully attempted 
to run oft with Miss Van Alstyne during your previous 
visit—and I expect them to be even more so after this 
experience. In fact—but we shall see.” 

When the instruments on the control board Indicated 
that the operation was completed, Jerry shut oft the power 
and the two men left the room to Join Ward and Charlie, 
who were busily engaged in receiving the villagers as they 
arrived in the laboratory via the fourth dimensional pro¬ 
cess. Some little time would elapse before the patients 
recovered from the effects of the ether. 

Palo and Brun were there in the laboratory and they 
greeted Tony cordially, expressing immediate interest In 
the progress of the first experiment. They even smiled 


a bit at the dazed and bewildered expression of two of 
their kind who had just arrived with their gibbering 
mates. 

Alvin Crandall 

T WO days later they returned to the hospital where the 
two patients had been removed to snowy beds. It 
was remarkable to observe the perfection to which the 
Grimaldi attendants of. the ward had been trained, for 
the room was as faultlessly clean and orderly as in the 
finest of hospitals on the earth’s surface. 

Canas was breathing heavily and irregularly, rolling his 
eyes frequently in a slow return to consciousness. But 
the former mate of this superman lay quiet and still, eyes 
wide open and features drawn. But in those eyes there 
was the dawn of a new intelligence, and a puzzled ex¬ 
pression had replaced the vacancy of a short time before. 
“How do you feel?” asked Jerry gently. 

"Oh, I’m so sick,” moaned the patient “Where am I?” 
Talbot positively shook with excitement. "Perfectly 
normal,” he whispered. "Just still upset from the opera¬ 
tion. He’ll be out of it in a short time now.” Then to the 
patient, "Never mind just now, old man. You’ve been 
quite ill, but are now fully recovered. As soon as you feel 
a little better we’ll tell you all about it.” 

Brun and Palo chose to keep watch over the two patients 
while Tony returned to assist in the laboratory. Jerry was 
here, there and everywhere, a whirlwind of energy. He 
marshalled his house force of trained Pithles and Grimaldi, 
and, partly by pantomime and partly in their own simple 
gutturals, gave them their orders. The castle was filling 
rapidly and there were rooms to be made ready for the 
new occupants, meals to be prepared, and altogether a great 
deal of extra routine work. All marveled at the tireless 
strength of the sick man. __ 

After the lapse of several hours, they returned to the 
ward where the two patients lay. They found Palo and 
Brun in a state of great joy and astonishment, animatedly 
conversing with the now fully regenerated moron; and 
both were greatly elated over the results of the operation. 
Canas lay white and still, fully awake and apparently 
content. His erstwhile mate looked brightly at Tony when 
he approached the bedside, with Jerry a little behind. 
"Who are you?” asked Tony. 

“Alvin Crandall,” replied the man, “and I recognize you 
from newspaper photographs. You are the television 
wizard, Anthony Russell." 

Tony laughed. “Not exactly a wizard," he said, "but I 
am the ’television Russell’ all right And you are Crandall 
of the United Air Transport crowd?" 

“The same. Glad to meet you, Mr. Russell." 

“Me too,” said Tony, glancing significantly at Jerry, who 
now stepped forward. 

Crandall gazed doubtfully at Jerry. "You,” he said, 
slowly, “yoif I am not so sure of. But I believe you are 
the leader of the gang who kidnapped a crowd of us in the 
subway.” 

He sat erect in sudden recollection and Jerry recoiled 
before the fierce light that flashed from his eyes. 

"Where are they all?” demanded Alvin Crandall. 

J ERRY hung his head, overcome for the moment by his 
unaccustomed emotions. "More than two hundred are 
alive and—well, not exactly in the best of health, but all 
on the road to recovery. These will be returned to their 
homes.” 

"And the rest? What has become of them?" 

Jerry stared for a moment, then dashed from the room 
without making reply. His punishment was greater than 
he could face. 
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"Come on now, Crandall,” said Tony, "you must take it 
easy. You’re not well yet by any means. I’ll tell you the 
entire story and you must promise me you’ll not hold too 
much resentment against Talbot. He is the sole hope of 
the remaining two hundred, and we must help him in the 
great work of restoring them.” 

Realizing that he had overtaxed his strength, Crandall 
sank back to his pillows and listened in silent wonder 
while Tony repeated the sordid story of hatred, ambition 
and greed. His anger melted into pity and sympathy as 
Tony told of the malign influence of Ainsworth and the 
repentance and regeneration of Talbot since the death of 
the older scientist. 

Canas now rolled on his side and stared at Crandall— 
Palo and Brun watching closely the while. Slowly Crandall 
began to realize that he had a room mate, a huge creature 
who was something more than an ordinary man In physique. 
He looked kindly and understandingly at his neighbor. 
Something seemed to pass between them, and then—a 
surprising thing happened. 

“By George!” exclaimed Crandall, “It is the giant whose 
body I used while I was ill. Canas, by all that’s good and 
holy!” 

And, forgetting his weakness and recent nausea, he 
jumped from his bed and grasped the huge- paw of Canas 
in his two hands, shaking it with'all his might. 

Canas smiled happily and closed his eyes in utter con¬ 
tentment. 

Palo and Brun exchanged satisfied glances and hurried 
from the room to spread the news amongst the villagers 
who had arrived at the castle that the first operation was 
a distinct success. 

Alvin Crandall had emerged with flying colors from the 
horrible situation which had, for a time, been thrust 
upon him. 

Related Minds 

ONY followed the two “orphans” soon after, leaving 
Crandall and Canas in a close and mystifying com¬ 
munion, a sympathetic contact that seemed to be entirely 
mental. It was a strange situation and one that he felt 
should be reported to Jerry at once. 

He located Jerry in the laboratory and found him in a 
state of deepest dejection, watching listlessly and absent- 
mindedly as Ward and Charlie continued their labors with 
the new arrivals. 

“Buck up, old man,” he said, “Crandall has forgiven 
you.” 

“Do you mean it?” 

Tony swallowed hard and turned his head from the ex¬ 
pression of piteous appeal in Talbot’s fine eyes. 

“True as I’m alive. I told him the entire story, and he 
has not only forgotten his animosity but has agreed to 
help in the.Jest of the work.” 

Jerry beamed anew and the hectic flush once more filled 
his sunken cheeks. 

“Palo and Brun are spreading the news,” continued Tony, 
"so I imagine the rest will be ready shortly to undergo 
the operations. But there is something else I want you to 
know. Canas and Crandall have discovered one another 
and are apparently conversing without words—some sort 
of telepathic communication. It is the weirdest thing to 
watch!” 

Jerry smiled. “Don’t let that worry you, Tony,” he said. 
“It’s Just about what I expected! And it Is the very thing 
that may save us from further trouble with the supermen. 
You see, during the period of occupation of the receptive 
mind of the superman by the energies transferred from 
the unwilling donors, there were definite and permanent 
changes Induced by those energies. While the actual 


activating charges have been returned to the minds they 
originally filled, they have left their influence behind in 
the form of reactions of essentially electro-chemical nature. 
These reactions are, of course, inalterably related to the 
original mind, and through them I expect to see marked 
influence exerted over the supermen by their former ‘mates.* 
In the case of Canas it Is quite natural to suppose that 
Crandall is now his ’control,’ and can cause the former 
possessor of his mentality to do or say anything he desires. 
It will be extremely interesting to watch developments.’’ 

"Do you think the supermen will retain any memory of 
the knowledge they formerly possessed—Becond-hand, as it 
were?” 

"I do, but probably only In the presence of the ‘mate’ or 
‘control.’ Once they are definitely separated from each 
other, that memory will gradually fade, though there will 
always remain a certain set of impressions that will tend 
to definitely improve the general intelligence of our super¬ 
man. The brain cells have been Influenced by the com¬ 
pany they have been keeping, so to say. Each separate 
cell, each faculty, has been living in hourly contact with a 
companion—a tutor—and permanent benefit can not fail 
to result.” 

“Shall we return to the ward where Crandall and Canas 
are?” 

T HEY found that quite an assemblage of villagers had 
arrived in the ward. A group of the super-people 
and their 'mates’ surrounded the cots of Crandall and 
Canas. Palo and Brun had carried the news that brought 
them hither, and these two discerning orphans now grinned^ 
delightedly over the growing enthusiasm of their com¬ 
panions. 

Tony pressed forward into the crowd, with Talbot close 
at his heels. Canas had risen from his cot and was facing 
his fellows, a light of complete satisfaction In his soft calf¬ 
like eyes. Alvin Crandall sat erect In his own bed and 
was laughing heartily over the ludicrous appearance of his 
unshaven face and unkempt locks, revealed to his gaze in 
a mirror held by one of the. Grimaldi attendants. 

“Ye gods!” he exclaimed, "get me a barber! Or, at the 
very least, a razor!” 

Then he caught sight of Tony and Jerry and his face 
sobered instantly. “Say,” he said, “it is the darn’dest 
thing you ever saw the way this Canas and I seem to be 
linked together. I’m a regular Doctor Jekyll and Mr. 
Hyde, it seems.” 

“What do you mean?” asked Jerry quietly. 

“Telepathy. He is still a part of me and I of him. His 
every thought runs through my brain whenever I look at 
him, and I can control his actions and speech as if I had 
him hypnotized. Unless I will the words into his mouth, 
he can not speak English, though he has a language of 
his own. Yet he can communicate his thoughts to me by 
merely touching my hand or gazing into my eyes.” 

“Just as you predicted!” exclaimed Tony wonderingly, 
eyeing Jerry. 

“Yes,” agreed Jerry, “it could hardly be otherwise.” 
“Watch!” commanded Crandall, turning from them to 
the elated Canas. 

Something passed between the former mate and the 
superman, a wordless communication that altered the ex¬ 
pression of Canas’ features remarkably. The superman 
spoke, and in his accents and expressions there appeared 
the mannerisms of his control. 

“I am entirely satisfied with the experiment,” he said, 
“and I strongly urge my comrades to carry on as we 
planned. These words are put into my mouth by Alvin, 
for I don’t know your language. But the thoughts are my 
own, and he helps me to speak them. The pain has gone 
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from my mind as It has from his. We both know he will 
be restored to his family, and, oh boy, aren’t we glad?” 

That final remark brought a chuckle from Tony. Imagine 
a synthetically developed superman indulging in good 
American slang! 

But Crandall continued with his demonstrations. By 
sheer force of will he caused the delighted Canas to recite 
the multiplication table, the first paragraph of Caesar’s 
Gallic War, “Omnia Qallia eat divisa in partes tres . . 
and put various other speeches into his mouth that could 
only have come from his lips as the result of telepathic 
communication. When Crandall withdrew his gaze from 
that of Canas, the superman grinned engagingly at the 
release, and uttered a few of his own simple gutturals that 
tickled his friend Brun immensely. 

There was instant clamor from the surrounding vil¬ 
lagers, each superman striving to be the first to reach the 
side of Jerry Talbot. He was overwhelmed by their in¬ 
sistent pleas for Immediate treatment. A flush of excite¬ 
ment spread to his cheeks and there came a suspicion of 
moisture to his eyes. 

“Going to have our hands full, Tony!" he shouted, glee¬ 
fully, as he led the way to the operating room. 

CHAPTER IX 

Wholesale Rehabilitation 
HEN followed many days of grueling labor, days 
measured in periods of twenty-four hours by Talbot’s 
laboratory chronometer, which was maintained in 
accuracy by the radio impulses transmitted from Arling¬ 
ton—the only link with the surface world. But there 
were no regular rest periods nor meal times for the workers. 
It seemed as if they were continuously on their feet, though 
occasional intervals of sleep and allotments of food became 
imperatively necessary after the first forty-eight hours. 
Jerry was a human dynamo. He was tireless, and the 
suspicion grew on his visitors that he never slept at all. 
He appeared to live on his nervous energy, buoyed up by 
the certainty of the great measure of happiness he was 
restoring to those from whom it had been so ruthless# 
taken. 

Tony and Ward assisted him in the operating room, and 
the many patients were turned over to Charlie and Alvin 
Crandall as fast as the operations could be completed. All 
the villagers had been returned to the castle, and, as the 
results of the regeneration of their fellows became apparent, 
the later arrivals waited anxiously for their turn. In some 
cases the operation required considerably more than the 
average time of two hours, this depending on the physical 
condition and mental retdntlveness of the patients. Three 
of the ten mechanisms had broken down and it thus became 
Impossible to turn out more than four to six patients 
during each working hour. Still the wards filled rapidly 
and the Grimaldi attendants had their hands full, as did 
those who directed theft labors. 

As Alvin Crandall had depended upon Canas when bereft 
of his reason, so now Canas depended on Alvin. He fol¬ 
lowed him about as a faithful dog follows its master, and 
was utterly subservient to Crandall’s will. The two could 
not be torn away from their self-imposed labors, though 
Jerry insisted that all others of the patients be kept strictly 
In bed for seventy-two hours following the operation. 

'As the first of the patients were permitted to leave their 
teds It wab observed that the situation existing between 
mental mates was the same as in the case of Alvin and 
Canas. There was universal Jubilation, and the long-nursed 
grievances against Jerry Talbot evaporated. The few re¬ 
maining morons were objects of pity and were shown every 
Consideration, not only by their mates but by their regen¬ 
erated companions as well 


With the exception of Palo and Brun, the few orphans 
were kept well hidden, the morons among them being 
cared for by the supermen even though there were no 
definite mental ties. These morons presented the sole re¬ 
maining problem. The visitors to Subterrania did not 
like to think of them and carefully refrained from men¬ 
tioning the distressing situation to Jerry. 

At last the operating room was cleared, save for a single 
remaining couple, a Junoesque superwoman and a slip of 
a girl that lay on the adjoining table. The last operation 
was nearing completion and soon a happy maiden of the 
upper world would awaken to new-found happiness, a super- 
woman to blissful contentment Jerry sighed as he shut 
off the power. 

“Glad it’s over!” he declared. 

And Ward and Tony saw that he was suddenly very, 
very tired. 

"Better get some sleep, old man,” observed Tony. 

“Guess I will.” Talbot tottered and would have fallen 
had not Tony caught him in his arms. “The old machine’s 
Just about worn out” 

Gently they led him to his quarters. 

Olaka Aroused 

HE Pithles.and Grimaldi, for all their ferocious appear¬ 
ance and their savage mentality, were peace-loving 
creatures. A considerable number of them, whose tasks 
kept them in the castle for long periods of the waking 
hours, were in the habit of returning to their families in 
Olaka for the sleeping times customarily observed. In 
this way news of the strange happenings in the house of 
Talbot, their god, became known throughout the city and 
formed the principal topic of discussion in their simple 
conversations on the streets and in the great communal 
gathering places. An undercurrent of restless excitement 
pervaded the city and was spreading gradually to the 
smaller centers of population. 

Unable to understand the meaning of the sudden return 
of the supermen and their queer companions to the castle, 
the simple minds of the natives pictured this as an in¬ 
vasion of the domain of their lord and master. Ghorka— 
their name for Talbot—he who had ever been the more 
considerate of the two gods—he who could fly through the 
air like the bpasts that had saved Olaka from the bronto- 
saurianB—he who had taught them to live more comfort¬ 
ably and to construct the shelters of their city—was in 
trouble! Ghorka was weak and in pain! He was in 
danger at the hands of the supermen and of the unwelcome 
visitors from far away! A smouldering indignation con¬ 
sumed the groping minds of the ape-men and hurst into 
flame when it became known that Ghorka had taken to his 
bed and was in the throes of some evil spell. 

Many hundreds of those who had been hard at work on 
the reconstruction of the huts that were trampled upon by 
the huge creatures from the cavern of monsters were now 
gathering in the paved area before the castle. Their num¬ 
bers continually Increased, and, though they were at first 
orderly, an ominous ripple of threatening murmurs spread 
throughout the assemblage, increasing in intensity as time 
passed. The Grimaldi, on account of their greater physical 
perfection and higher mentality, took the leadership. They 
had always been secretly Jealous of the supermen, since the 
work of the two scientists had resulted In so marked an 
Improvement in those second experiments in artificial 
evolution. This envy was now brought to the surface by 
the seeming alliance of these higher creations with the 
clothed beings who roamed through the house of Ghorka. 

I NSIDE the castle the Jubilation and merry-making of the 
^rehabilitated patients was tempered by the gloom that 
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pervaded the floor on which were Talbot’s quarters and 
those of the visitors from the upper world. The unrest 
outside was not without its effect on the Flthie and 
Grimaldi attendants within. These began to desert their 
posts as soon as it became evident that all the patients 
had fully recovered, and that Tony and his companions 
were assuming charge of affairs. 

"Things look bad for us," remarked Tony as he and Ward 
left the bedchamber of their host “Jerry is failing rap¬ 
idly and the natives are on the point of an uprising. We 
may have a lot of difficulty in getting our charges to the 
surface.” 

"Yes. I’ve been thinking of that a great deal. But, 
somehow, it has seemed Inconsiderate to speak to Talbot 
about the matter. He expects to recover.” 

"I know he does. Poor devil! It’s only his bull-dog 
grit that’s keeping him alive now. He wants to see the 
whole thing through to its bitter end and then stay here 
to die among the ruins of his former ambitions. He sure 
is a bear for punishment! And this punishment is self- 
inflicted.” 

Doctor Morris, one of the restored victims, who had been 
giving Talbot the only medical attention that was avail¬ 
able, now approached them where they stood in the cor¬ 
ridor, not far from Jerry’s door. He was fresh shaven and 
wore one of the regulation uniforms of white duck which 
had been previously supplied to hospital attendants by 
the two scientists. The ragged and filthy remnants of his 
former clothing had been discarded and burned as had 
those of all his kind after they recovered from the psycho¬ 
transference operations. 

“How did you find the patient?” he inquired. 

"He is sinking fast. Doctor,” replied Tony, "though fight¬ 
ing to keep going. Was there another hemorrhage while 
we slept? He evaded the question when we asked him.” 

"Two, Mr. Russell. And if these continue he can not 
possibly last for more than a very few hours.” 

Jerry’s nurse, a woman of the Grimaldi who had re¬ 
mained motherly and faithful, came hurrying out from his 
room and approached the three men, gesticulating excitedly 
and pointing at Tony. He was wanted in the sick room! 
They followed her to his bedside. 

Talbot’s Instructions 

OU wanted me, Jerry?” asked Tony, noting with 
alarm that the sick man was looking much worse. 

“Yes,” panted Talbot, hastily concealing a blood-stained 
square of gauze. "I find—I am not—so strong as I thought. 
I’ve given up the struggle—can’t carry on, old man. And 
there still remains the problem of returning the two hun¬ 
dred and six humans to their homes. Have to leave it in 
your hands. Sorry." 

"That’s all right, Jerry. We’ll take care of everything. 
Only don’t give up. Keep on fighting! You’ve overworked 
that body of yours something fierce ever since we came 
here, and now the reaction has got you, that’s all." 

"Don’t try to kid me—Tony! I know you mean well— 
you’re doing your best to cheer me up. But I know when 
I’m licked. Time’s pretty short now, Tony! And I must 
tell you of my plans. You may have trouble in getting 
back. I haven’t told you of the secret passage, but—” 

Jerry’s speech was cut short by a spasm of coughing 
which he attempted to restrain btit could not. Doctor 
Morris shook his head gravely and placed a finger on the 
pulse of his phtlent. The nurse fidgeted and fussed as 
Jerry waved her away. 

"This passage,” he continued, when able to speak again, 
"is your sole means of reaching the upper world without 
superhuman effort. Ainsworth and I concealed it when 
the castle was built. It leads from one of the sub-base¬ 


ments to a small natural cavern, where you will find one 
of the gravity-repelling lifts that will carry you to within 
a few hundred feet of the surface. The rest of the way 
you must open through for yourselves, by means of the 
disintegration process. There’s a map in the locked middle 
drawer of my desk that will show you the way. The key 
of the drawer is here.” 

He reached to the small table beside his bed and picked 
up a large bunch of keys. Indicating the proper one to 
Tony, he Intrusted him with the entire ring. By his 
simple gesture in relinquishing them he showed all too 
clearly the completeness of his surrender to the inevitable. 
Ward and Tony turned away to avoid the look of pain in 
his dulling eyes. 

“rvON'T feel sorry for me, fellows,” he whispered, "I 

I ) surely appreciate your sympathy and the feelings 
that led you to heed my call for help. I can’t thank you, 
but ydu’ll get your reward in the satisfaction over the 
return of your people. Now I wish to make one final 
request.” 

His right hand strayed weakly to a hiding place beneath 
his pillow and brought forth a glittering instrument, one 
of the hand weapons that could hurl a body Into the mys¬ 
terious fourth dimension from which there could be no 
return after some five minutes of earth time. This also 
he handed to Tony. 

"I’m no coward," he continued. "I’ll die naturally, what¬ 
ever the suffering. But after I’ve gone—this worthless 
carcass of mine I want removed. There must be nothing 
to remind your people that Jerry Talbot aided in the per¬ 
petration of a terrible crime against them. You saw this 
used before, Tony—you know how to press the button that 
will send my remains to join those of the many that were 
s—removed—by Ainsworth and me. Will you do it?" 

"I will." Tony found it hard to speak, for Jerry was 
pitiable in his weakness and renunciation. 

"Thanks.” Jerry closed his eyes and the unnatural 
flush fled from his cheeks. 

They thought he had gone, but the white lips moved 
once more and they leaned close to catch his words. 

“Those we removed—the several hundred that Ainsworth 
thought to be of unfit mentality for the experiments—did 
not suffer so much as those who remained—the finest of 
the lot. But they are Irrevocably gone and nothing can be 
done about it. The orphans, too, can have no hope. But 
the Pithles and Grimaldi are at least better off than when 
they were discovered here. They will survive. But you 
must be sure to close off the opening when you have broken 
through to the surface. It is better that there be no further 
communication with Subterrania. Others from above might 
try to exploit it—might bring more misery to these poor 
creatures. Promise you’ll destroy the ray-projectors and 
the map.” 

"We promise.” Ward and Tony answered solemnly. 

Jerry smiled. His eyelids fluttered but remained closed. 
“It is well,” he breathed. "Forgive me, you fellows. And 
ask Charlie and Margaret to forgive me. I don’t deserve 
It—but—I hope the world forgives—as—I forgave—Ains¬ 
worth. Tell—’’ 

His fingers clutched at the covers, then lay still. His 
lips, still parted, were silenced. The stillness of death was 
in the room. The doctor bent over him professionally. 

"This man is dead,” he pronounced, straightening from 
his task. 

Tony gulped once or twice and fingered the bulb of the 
instrument he held. Then, with sudden resolve, he leveled 
it at the still form on the befi and pressed the release. 

There was a blinding flash, a crackling blue flame that 
rent the air asunder. The universe seemed momentarily 
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to totter. Talbot's bed was empty. His tortured body had 
followed the equally tortured spirit Into the unknown. 

Doctor Morris gasped his astonishment and the Grimaldi 
nurse rushed gibbering from the room. 

CHAPTER X 

The Castle Besieged 

1TH the passing of Talbot, there came immediate 
demonstrations from the natives. The trusted ser¬ 
vants, the ward attendants and all of the Plthle 
and Grimaldi occupants of the castle deserted en masse 
and, of course, carried the news to their fellows outside. 
The ensuing uproar amongst the multitude that now cov¬ 
ered the paved area between the portal and the lake swelled 
to alarming proportions and Tony ordered the outer doors 
bolted. 

‘‘They’re sore all right,,” said Charlie, who had rejoined 
his friends immediately after Talbot’s death. “I’m afraid 
we’re in for some trouble.” 

"Yes,” agreed Tony, “something Jerry didn’t count on. 
But I believe the doors will hold—they haven’t any 
weapons, you know—and we should have plenty of time 
to get our gang away.” 

“Do you think the supermen will stay put?” 

"I do. Palo and Brun will keep them in line. And be¬ 
sides, they understand the circumstances apd are too happy 
over their release to oppose us. We must get out the map 
at once." 

“Why not use the fourth dimension compression for the 
return?” asked Charlie. 

“No!” objected Ward, "who’d operate it? Neither of us 
was instructed in handling the apparatus except to bring 
beings from another point. We wouldn’t know how to 
reverse the process. Besides, after the rest were gone, 
who’d send its home?” 

Tony laughed. "No, I guess Jerry had the right dope,” 
he said, “and we musn’t waste any time.” 

The map was soon located, and the three friends pored 
over its markings and read the directions that had been 
penned by Talbot. Suddenly Alvin Crandall burst in on 
them when they were in the midst of the examination of 
the chart With him were half a dozen or more of the 
subway victims, all clothed in the white duck of the hos¬ 
pital attendants. 

“Say!” blurted Alvin excitedly, "do you know that these 
ape-men outside are scaling the walls and have already 
reached some of the balconies?” 

“No!” exclaimed Tony. “How did they do it?” He 
crammed the map into his pocket. 

"Why, they can climb like the monkeys they are. They’re 
making use of every projecting stone and ledge. We must 
have weapons!” 

“No! No!” cried Tony. "There’s been enough bloodshed 
and enough general hell raised in this place already. We’ll 
get out of here without killing any of them! Are the 
balcony doors all bolted?” 

“Yes, but some are not so strong as they might be." 

“Come on!" yelled Tony. "We’ll get busy at once!” 

He rushed into the corridor, the rest following on his 
heels. 

W ORD was quickly passed to the men and women 
who had been) snatched from one terrible fate only 
to fear now that they were facing another. Palo and Brun 
marshalled together the former mental ‘mates,’ the super¬ 
men, who prepared to defend the castle against the natives. 
They were easily influenced to this by their ‘controls’ and 
by the exhortations of the two orphans, who lectured them 
vociferously in their native gutturals. A guard of four 


of the supermen was placed at each of the balcony doors, 
and the remainder took up their positions in the great 
hall on the main floor. The orphan morons were locked 
in their quarters until such time as they could be properly 
attended to by their self-appointed protectors. The din 
outside increased in fury while the frightened refugees 
streamed into the hall and were sorted into groups of five 
for counting by Alvin Crandall and Charlie. Ward and 
Tony were busy searching for the sub-basement exit that 
was shown on the chart 

Then came a terrific blow on the massive outer door— 
such a blow as could only have been struck by an extremely 
heavy object hurled with mighty force. The natives had 
brought up a huge stalagmite and were using it as a bat¬ 
tering ram! The blow was Immediately repeated, this 
time with even greater force. The great doors could not 
long withstand such punishment! 

The exit they sought had at last been located by Tony 
and Ward, and they re-entered the great hall just as the 
second blow of the ram caused one of the outer doors to 
splinter and partly yield. Tony took in the situation at a 
glance and shouted in consternation. 

"Get them into the passage. Ward!” he cried, “I’ll see 
what can be done here!” 

A number of the women refugees had fainted and many 
were sobbing hysterically. Ward found his hands full in 
organizing them for the flight through the narrow exit 
But with the able assistance of Charlie and Alvin Crandall, 
the retreat was soon under way. 

Escape 

A T the far end of the hall opposite the main entrance 
there was a raised platform, and for this point of 
vantage Tony rushed, with a large suitcase and the two 
ray-projectors in his hands. Hastily opening the case, he 
connected the leads from the smaller of the two instru¬ 
ments and started the generator. He had barely com¬ 
pleted the connections when one of the doors crashed in 
and the natives came streaming into the hall by the hun¬ 
dred. There was a terrible screaming and chattering 
amongst the ape-men—then a roar of rage, as they saw the 
supermen lined against them and the refugees vanishing 
through an open door at the rear. 

“Remember—no killing!” he shouted to Palo and Brun. 
And their booming voices could be heard in guttural com¬ 
mands as the ape-men rushed the defending line of 
supermen. 

With the rifle-like projector held ready for instant use, 
Tony watched as the supermen gave way before the vastly 
superior numbers of the ape-men. They were at a great 
disadvantage due to the orders they had received. They 
must not kill! Yet how else could they stem the tide of 
these mad invaders? 

Tony raised the weapon and pressed the release. A 
roaring pencil of dazzling flame shot over the heads of the 
milling combatants and through the demolished door. 
Attackers and defenders alike paused in their efforts and 
gazed in open-mouthed wonder at the figure of Tony, where 
he stood on the platform. Silence came like a sudden lull 
in a storm, and Tony saw out of the corner of his eye that 
fully half of the refugees had passed through the entrance 
to the basement retreat. 

“Palo—Brun!” he called. "Tell them in your own 
language that I’ll burn them to cinders if they don’t leave 
at once!" 

But the combat had been renewed before his gallant 
friends could comply with his request. Again he pressed 
the release of the energy, and this time the flame roared 
just over the heads of the natives. Striking the edge of 
the portal where the door had been tom away it burned 
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through the Bolid masonry in the twinkling of an eye. So 
terrible was this flame that the ape-men fell back In con¬ 
fusion and the voice of Palo tose loudly In sharp command. 

The attackers halted and listened in sullen silence while 
he harangued them In their own simple syllables. When 
he had finished he stood facing them with majestically 
folded arms, Brun at his side. They hesitated a moment, 
and then commenced a disordered retreat. 

Tony drew a breath of relief. The last of the refugees 
were passing through the doorway Into the passage. 

“Palo!" he called once more. And that loyal "orphan" 
sprang‘to the platform at his call. 

Tony thrust his weapon into the hands of the giant 
leader of the defenders. “Thanks, Palo!” he said. "You’ve 
done nobly! And now I’ll follow the others. I know I can 
trust you to keep things in order after we’ve gone. I want 
you to stand guard here with the flame projector. I’m 
going to take the generator with me, but they won’t know 
the difference. And they don’t doubt your assertions, if 
you find It necessary to threaten them anew. But I feel 
it won’t be necessary. Good-bye now, Palo, and good luck 
to you all!” 

He had disconnected the generator and closed the case, 
taking the larger projector under his arm. 

“Farewell, Tony!" Palo gazed squarely and undaunted 
into his eyes. “You need have no ffear for us! The ape- 
men will soon know the truth and will submit to the 
inevitable. Palo and Brun will see that the orphans are 
cared for until death. The rest—those of my kind—are 
able to care for themselves. Farewell!" 

And Tony, with a renewal of that old lump in his throat, 
made a dash for the door through which his friends had 
passed. Bolting It securely behind him, he hurried through 
the damp passage to join his fellows In the sub-basement 
far beneath. 

CHAPTER XI 

Back to God’s Country 
IGHT hours later an unusual sight might have been 
witnessed on a hillside a few miles outside the city 
limits of Chicago. But It was a lonely spot, off the 
main road, and, besides, it was past three o’clock in the 
morning. 

So there were none to witness the sudden emergence of 
a number of white-robed figures from the side of a hill, 
nor to wonder as to the purpose of their gathering. Two 
hundred and six of them there were, in addition to three 
men in ordinary street clothes, who seemed to be the 
leaders of the assemblage. 

Stranger still was the ensuing procedure. For a rec¬ 
tangular frame of dazzling light appeared on the solid 
rock above a gaping opening which had not previously 


existed. Its brilliant outline persisted for nearly an hour, 
until, with a heavy crash, many hundreds of tons of rock 
caved in to seal the opening beneath. 

True, certain early risers in a nearby suburb thought 
they had felt the Bhock of an explosion or of a mild earth¬ 
quake. But, beyond that, there was no evidence of the 
return of the adventurers and of the subway victims from 
the realm of Subterrania. 

Dawn was breaking when Tony smashed the ray pro¬ 
jector and its atomic motor-driven generator. He had 
sworn his followers to secrecy regarding the location of 
the spot at which they had arrived, though agreeing that 
all other details of the adventure might be related. They 
would have sworn to anything just then! And besides, 
there was little likelihood that anyone would ever attempt 
to make the trip to the underground region, even though 
the secret leaked out. But Jerry’s wishes had been followed 
to the letter, and Tony was satisfied. 

"Gosh!" he exclaimed, “I’m glad that’s over!” 

And the overjoyed group of humans, who had been saved 
from a fate worse than death, started their pilgrimage 
toward civilization. They cheered when the disc of the 
sun first showed in the east. It was good to see it once 
more! And some of them went down on their knees in 
thankfulness. 

In a few hours the news broadcasts would have a mar¬ 
velous story to spread throughout the world. The private 
radio conversations would be many and long. Many, many 
families would be made happy by hearing again the voices 
of their loved ones who had been mourned as lost, and by 
seeing their features in the viewing screens of their tele¬ 
vision receivers. And some apologies would be due to 
Tony and Charlie, along with the plaudits that were bound 
to come. 

"Man alive!” grunted Ward Platt, as he and Tony trudged 
along, “do you know how long we’ve been away?” 

"No. I’ve lost track of the time. A week?” 

“Nearly two weeks, Tony. Our wives’ll bawl us out 
for fair!" 

“You said it! Me especially, and Margaret a bride of 
only two months. See! Our trousers out of press!" 

They laughed gleefully over the absurd imaginings. And 
their laughs were echoed by the more than two hundred 
followers as they set a rapid pace for the march to the 
nearest town. 

A bend in the road showed them the distant sky-line of 
Chicago, and they sobered at the thought of the welcome 
they would be accorded in the great city of the middle 
west. They were very tired. But their followers continued 
to cheer and sing—some of them, particularly the younger 
women, mingling tears of happiness with the laughter. 

“Poor devil—Talbot,” muttered Tony, thoughtfully. 

“Yeah. Poor Talbot,” puffed Ward Platt. 

And Charlie echoed the sentiment. 


The End. 


“It Was the Most Terrible Weapon of Warfare Ever Devised.” 

- This was the consensus of opinion on the devastating invention of Professor Bloomsworthy. 
By means of it the tides of battle. . . . 

Read about it in "The Flying Buzz-Saw” by H. McKay in the April issue Ant Wonder 
Stories. 
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P reposterous enough was the 

sight which Rodney Close saw 
on that momentous day, but 
even more astounding to him was the 
utter unconcern of the other people 
who witnessed it 

To Close it looked as If something 
dreadful was about to happen. If not 
that, it certainly was an event of 
grave portent. 'Yet the only ones be¬ 
sides himself who seemed even 
remotely Interested In the dire hap¬ 
penings were an offlclous-looking In¬ 
dividual in a green uniform, and seven 
loafers—the kind of bipeds who some¬ 
times stand for hours watching a 
steam shovel excavating a hole. 

What Close saw was this: 

Hovering directly overhead was a 
formidable-looking monster, remind¬ 
ing him of a discus (such as are used 
in athletic contests) but of colossal 
proportions. So enormous was this 
outlandish contrivance that, even In 
its almost vertical position, It shrouded 
several blocks of the city below with 
Its dense and ominous shadow. 

As Close watched In open-mouthed 
astonishment, four long, sinuous, tap¬ 
ering arms like the tentacles of an 
octopus glided out from a protuber¬ 
ance at the side of the disc and 
quickly wrapped themselves around a 
towering edifice. Just under the* 
machine. 

Close recognized It as the Wool- 
worth Building. With no more effort 
than an elephant tugging at a sapling, 
the metal tentacles grasped the build¬ 
ing and tilted it gently to one side. 
There was a splintering noise as the 
edifice was ripped loose from the 
pavement In front of it. Like some¬ 
thing alive, one of the tentacles 
writhed through the crack formed be¬ 
tween the wall and the sidewalk. 
Then two shafts of greenish rays shot 
out from tubes near the center of the 
disc and the machine began to rise. 

When the flexible arms holding the 
building became taut, the upward mo¬ 
tion ceased for a moment, then with 
a mighty heave, accompanied by the 
deafening sounds of cracking con¬ 
crete, the entire edifice was wrenched 
from Its foundation and lifted into the 
air. Swiftly and silently It continued 
to ascend, until it was a mere speck 
in the sky above. 

The seven loafers languidly ambled 
on their way, leaving Close standing 
there. His eyes were almost popping 
out of their sockets as he gazed dizzily 
at the great hole from which he had 
Just seen the large building yanked 
out^ like a decayed tooth. 


1st Honorable 
Mention 

awarded to 
“Cosmic Trash” 

By BOB OLSEN 
215 South Le Doux Road 
Beverly Hills, CaL 




COSMIC DISPOSAL CO. 

New York, Paris, Shanghai 
A. Junker, 7th Vice-President. 

"Thank you,” said Close: "I hope 
you will pardon me for not being 
familiar with your work, but you see 
I’ve been out of touch with the world 
for some time. Haven’t read a news¬ 
paper or seen a televisor for ten 
years.” 

“For ten years?" Junker echoed: 
"Where In the world could you have 
been for that length of time, without 
learning about our Cosmic Disposer?” 

“That’s a painful subject and if you 
don’t object, I’d prefer to talk about 
something else—this marvelous ma¬ 
chine of yours, for Instance. Would 
you mind telling me about it?” 

“Glad to. It was invented in order 
to furnish a quick, economic way to 
get rid of large structures of various 
kinds which have become obsolete and 
useless. You probably know that, 
With the quick easy methods of trans¬ 
portation now in vogue, our industries 
and other business establishments 
have become decentralized and our 
large cities have been almost de¬ 
populated. 

“This left an immense number of 
buildings and other structures which 
were not only worthless but, in some 
cases, menaces to public safety. It 
was imperative that most of these edi¬ 
fices be removed in order to make 
room for aviation fields, parks and 
similar desirable developments. To 
tear down a structure like the Wool- 
worth Building, piece by piece, would 
be a terrific task. It would take too 
long and cost too much. So we con¬ 
ceived the idea of lifting the buildings 
bodily and carrying them off into 
space. To do this we simply applied 
the familiar principles used in space- 
flyers. Did you notice the tubes which 
projected greenish rays In two difter- 
present this story as\ | ent directions?” 



Mr. Olsen, who is one of our r . 
authors, is 45 years old and has been 
writing since the age of ten. He is a 
graduate of Brown University, is mar¬ 
ried and has three children. He has been 
a teacher of science in the High Schools 
and more recently the vice-president of a 
large advertising agency. 


choice for the first 
honorable mention in 
the cover contest because it has 
a quality which is all too rare 
in science fiction stories, namely, 
humor. 

Mr. Olsen, who is well known 
to our readers, never loses his 
perspective or sense of humor, 
and this has enabled him to take 
a theme that might have been 
hackneyed and put it into a new 
form and give it a new dress. 

This story is not only well 
written, but has adequate science; 
and by the medium Mr. Olsen 
the cover theme is simply 


The man in the green uniform jotted convincingly explained. 

something in his notebook and was ~ 
just about to walk away when Close accosted him: 

“Excuse me, brother, but this contraption I just saw— 
this building that was jerked out by the roots—do you 
know anything about it?” 

“TT|r HY, certainly," the official replied: “I’m the ground 
VV supervisor in charge of this job, here’s my card.” 

Close read: 


“Yes.” 

“Well, those rays furnish the guid¬ 
ing force. They may be directed 
toward any planet or star in space. 
All they do Is to intensify tremen¬ 
dously the gravitational attraction of 
that particular heavenly body for the 
Cosmic Disposer. You can readily see 
how this principle may be used for 
steering the machine in any desired 
direction and with whatever power 
it requires.” 

“I can understand that all right; 
but what about the mechanism that 
operates those four tentacles or what¬ 
ever you call them?” 

“Tentacles is right. If you. paid 
close attention to the appearance of 
the Disposer, you must have noticed 
the concave mirror near the center of the disc. This 
reflects the beams of the sun, focusing them on the tube 
which protrudes from the center of the machine. A small, 
but powerful device inside this tube converts the sun’s 
heat into electrical energy. This not only provides the 
motive power for the tentacles but is also used for gen¬ 
erating the gravitational rays which you saw coming out 
of the two projectors." 
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"Q OUNDS plain enough," Close Interposed: “But I still 
O can’t Imagine what you do with a building after you 
have removed it from Its foundation.” 

“That’s the easiest part of the whole performance. All 
we do Is carry It out into space until it is free from the 
gravitational attraction of the earth. Then we turn it 
loose, and it either shoots into the sun or is captured hy 
whatever planet happens to exert the most attraction for it." 

“And can you get rid of anything that way?” 

"Sure! For Instance, to-day our European plant Is 
removing the Eiffel Tower. It ought to be on its way 
just about now. Suppose we take a squint through my 
portable telescope. ’ 

He produced a tube about ten inches long and in a 
twinkling had mounted it on a slender tripod. After a 
moment of adjusting and focusing, he said: “Here, have 
a look.” ' 

Close peeped through the eyepiece and was astounded 
to see a clear image of a disc-shaped machine. Gripped 
in its tentacles was a steel structure which he recognized 
unmistakably as the Eiffel Tower. He could also make 
out the more or less distinct outlines of the machine he 
had seen a few minutes previously with the Woolworth 
Building clutched in its mechanical embrace. 

Even as he gazed in rapt fascination, he saw the ten¬ 
tacles unwind and release the great structure. Within a 
few minutes the building was lost in the dazzling glare of 
the noonday sun. ' 

“That Is certainly marvelous!” he enthused: “But are 
you sure you can use it to get rid of anything?” 

“Never been stumped yet. We’ve carried as many as six 


battleships on one trip. I had to laugh at a friend of 
mine the other day. He was complaining because he 
didn’t know what to do with an old gadget his grandfather 
left on his place long ago. I believe he called it a ‘Flivver.’ 
Funniest contraption you ever saw; used to crawl along 
the ground like an ant. 

“I happened to have a Job removing a factory building 
near his home; so I told him to tow the Flivver to the 
plant and run it inside. It gave ns more trouble than the 
whole building. Our Disposer had hardly gotten outside 
the earth’s atmosphere, before the Flivver crashed through 
a window and started back toward the earth. Luckily our 
men noticed it and gave chase. They caught it just In 
time to prevent it from dropping right into the middle of 
a fashionable bathing beach.” 

“That puts an Idea into my head," Close remarked: “I, 
too, have something I’d like to dispose of—something I’ve 
been accumulating for about forty years—something I’d 
give anything to get rid of. However, it would be a very 
unusual job. I’m afraid it couldn’t be done.” 

“You mean the expense would be too great?” 

"No, not that. I have plenty of money and I’m willing 
to pay almost any sum. What’s bothering me is, whether 
you will be able to handle the job." 

Junker became offended: "As I told you before, we’ve 
never yet tackled a job we couldn’t handle. We’ve dis¬ 
posed of the Brooklyn Bridge, the Chrysler Building and 
many similar structures without the slightest trouble. 
Just what is it that you want to get rid of?” 

"Well, if you must know,” Close replied: “A package 
of old safety razor blades." 


The End. 


The Day of Judgment ^ENDERSBY 


A N “engineer” of Suven hastened 
to council, color-spots glinting 
l nervousness. Appearance: a 
balloon with cucumber-warts, these 
his organs of locomotion, and hands 
also. They were accumulators of 
static electricity. By increasing and 
decreasing charges, he moved rapidly, 
though jerkily. He was a light, aerial 
jelly-flsh; there being no wind on his 
planet, its surface protected from 
changing temperatures by eternal 
cloudbanks. His “hands” grasped only 
magnetic materials; his tools were of 
that, his methods of work surprising. 
But he was very clever. 

Eyes, none; his Held of vision was 
a sphere, sight through the “ocellae.”* 
No speech organs; communication by 
color-changes of sensitive spots plus 
organic radio-waves. 

Reason for nervousness; council- 
summons likely meant a blasphemy- 
charge. We would find his idea of 
blasphemy queer; his religion was 
worship of Universal Life. Prayer 
and duty consisted of service to That 
in all forms. Blasphemy was pain in¬ 
flicted upon any living thing. His 
race had not hurt with intent for ages. 
But there were mistakes, brought to 
the culprit’s notice. This was the 
punishment: the guilty one being so 
uncomfortable with himself there¬ 
after as to be pitied. 

He heard with relief the Chief, who 
“said:” 

“You know the affliction creeping 
upon Suven of late. Atavism—in¬ 
creasing irresponsibility, carelessness; 
now actual cases of knowing injury 
to others. Fortunately, as we find 
this becoming Intolerable, our Ether- 


2nd Honorable 
Mention 

awarded to 

“The Day of Judgment” 

By VICTOR A. ENDERSBY 
1104 Associated Realty Building 
Los Angeles, Cal. 



VICTOR A. ENDERSBY 


Mr. Endersby is a Civil Engineer, a 
graduate of Stanford University, class of 
1916. He was a captain of engineers dur¬ 
ing the world war and is now engaged in 
bridge construction. Although he has 
published many scientific and technical 
articles, this is his first serious fiction 


ists have found the source and the 
possibility of cure. 

“As we know, the action of intelli¬ 
gence on matter—namely, thought—is 
electrical, generating wave-action in 
the various ethers.* There is a trans¬ 
mission of feeling as well as of 
thought-images. We find our ethers 
Invaded by vibrations unknown since 
the Individualistic Age. We thought 
they might come from disease among 
us, until an origin was located in the 
direction of Urtellia.** Checking back 
along our orbit, this was verified. 
Thus, of late, pathogenic waves have 
reached us from that sphere, poison¬ 
ing our minds. Perhaps an evil race 
reaches power there, or some moral 
disease may be epidemic. Mayhap a 
race of low evolution has reached 
such numbers that its mass effect is 
perceptible. 

“We shall not allow animalizatlon 
of our people. We could destroy all 
life there, ending the evil, but this 
would reduce ourselves to their level. 

“You will therefore construct a ma¬ 
chine to go to Urtellia, bringing back 
specimens of the intelligences there, 
with such of their products as may 
illuminate their natures. We will ex¬ 
amine them, determining whether 
they are a low race to be directed 
aright, a curable diseased race, or a 
failure of nature beyond help, merci¬ 
fully to be destroyed.” 

Extract from the Evening Blare, 
New York City: 

SPACE-TANK DESCRIBED!!! 

Details of Interplanetary Raid! 

Nov. 8:—Following the news of the 

* See the Cazzamali experiments. 

# * Our Earth. 


See Jules Farigoule’s Eyelest Sight. 



1016 


SCIENCE WONDER STORIES 


loss of the Eiffel Tower almost at the same Instant that 
the Woolworth Building was torn from the midst of New 
York City, Mr. John Bnshby, noted mechanical engineer, 
has furnished the first coherent available account of the 
amazing cosmic outrage. It Is hoped that Mr. Bushby’s 
narrative will enable scientists to fathom these events 
which have shaken the confidence of mankind in its own 
destiny. Mr. Bushby reports: 

“The day was exceptionally bright. My office window 
overlooked the scene, and as I was idly gazing at the 
Woolworth at the moment, the event flashed across my 
vision with an impact which seemed to short-circuit every 
faculty except the power of observation. 

“ H HUGE disc dropped into the street, causing pieces 
of pavement to fly; its lower edge met the sidewalk 
near the building, the other leaning against the opposite 
structures. Pour tentacles ran out of 
portholes, whipping around the build¬ 
ing. 1 got the Impression that they 
were composed of series of electro¬ 
magnets built around flexible shaft¬ 
ing. They heaved on the building, 
making it sway and crack, while 
pieces of concrete fell amid such 
screams as I hope not to hear again 
this side of Hades. With jerks, some 
of which lifted the disc away from 
the other buildings, they broke the 
foundations out of the ground. 

“Meanwhile, I got a number of de¬ 
tails. The body of the thing appeared 
to be of gold, from its color as well 
as from the weight needed for the 
effects. The rim appeared to be steel, 
where the red paint was scraped by the impact. It was 
beveled, containing portholes; some were capped with 
metal. One opened; a globular, knobby object appeared, 
withered in the sun, and fluttered to the street as the 
port snapped shut. (Analysis of the slight remainder 
indicated protein, the structural remains resembling a 
light jelly-fish. The sun effect indicates origin on some 
planet protected from direct sun-rays.) 

“The tentacles emerged from embrasures set on the 
sides of a circular projection in the middle of the disc. 
As the uprooting began, two more came out, playing 
yellow rays from lenses forming the termini of the ten¬ 
tacles, and which closed the ports of the embrasures 
when the tentacles were Indrawn. The rays produced 
instant unconsciousness in anyone struck. Those in the 
windows disposed of, the tentacles entered the windows, 
I suppose, for more victims. They must have transmitted 
sight also—maybe enclosing flexible periscopes. 

"'T* HIS took about three minutes, I think. With the 

1 building torn loose, two nozzles mounted on a stand¬ 
ard rising from the center of the projection turned earth¬ 
ward, emitting a roaring, greenish-yellow jet, which lifted 
disc and building from the ground. The slender standard 


As the thing rose, I saw more working details. The 
standard rose from a glass bell sunk in the projection, 
containing a boiling green liquid and surrounded by a 
parabolic sun-mirror. The disc had been kept oriented 
so that the sun fell, into the mirror and, aB it rose, the 
nozzles swung in various directions, shifting the disc until 
the sun-orientation became perfect. A sort of sweeper 
rotated around the standard, keeping the mirror clean and 
polished. Set in a rotating belt around the projection 
were a number of nozzles tangentially set in the direction 
of rotation. I think that these nozzles gathered material 
from space—calcium, perhaps, when outside the atmo¬ 
sphere—and that this material disintegrated or formed a 
new element in the bell, under solar action, acting as fuel 
for the lifting nozzles. 

“Set in another belt on top of the projection, facing 
axially, were more ports; presumably to enable the crew 
to watch the tentacles. 

“The disc rose vertically with in¬ 
creasing speed; becoming lost to 
sight in about ten minutes.”^ 

Two proud earth structures moved 
through interstellar space; the in¬ 
habitants in a state of suspended ani¬ 
mation so complete as to enable them 
to survive the freezing of the cosmic 
vacuum. 

Here sat the board of directors of a 
great company, frozen in desperate 
discussion of their exposed activities 
in the fomentation of international 
ill-will. In a luxurious suite elsewhere, 
a famous “clairvoyant” had been im¬ 
mobilized while delving through his 
records after the materials for another remunerative black¬ 
mailing enterprise. The president of a "tropical exploita¬ 
tion company” had been totaling his gains from the past 
year’s sales of swamp lands to confiding widows and school 
teachers. A great financial clique sat in a frozen “huddle” 
which had been preparing a bear raid on the stock market, 
designed to precipitate the panic of the century. In another 
office, a prosperous merchant whose aging wife had fur¬ 
nished to his career the energy, will, and courage to push 
him to the top of the ladder, having availed himself 
of noon-tide seclusion, sat in an embrace with his 
"stenographer." 

Scattered through the building, were men and groups 
soaked body and soul In chicanery, crime, hypocrisy, the 
doctrine of self first and self last; all voyaging to a 
tribunal which could search every thread of thought in 
living substance. 

The solitary defense witness for the race lay on the 
machinery-room floor—a lame negro janitor—scientifically 
rated a “high-class moron”—who devoted time and hard- 
earned wages to the care of an orphan child of his own 
race; in the cells of his brain, his alone, predominated 
memories of sacrifices past, loving plans without thought 
of self, for the future. 

What will the verdict be? 


must have been ot unknown metal to carry such stresses. 

The Oho, 


rjlBlS story, picked as worthy 

I of the second honorable 
”*■ mention, is noted particu¬ 
larly for the strangeness of its 
atmosphere. 

Our author has given us _ 
striking picture of what he wants 
to tell us. It is simple and yet 
it has that quality of suggesting 
much more than the 1,500 words 
portray. 

As an engineer, Mr. Endersby 
has, of course, convincingly ex¬ 
plained the scientific features of 
the cover. 


The Menace 
From 


By A. G. STANGLAND 

the Skies 


I N order to stm any unrest in the 
minds of its citizens, the World 
League of Nations hereby releases 
the true findings of the Committee of 
Three (Sir James Ramsey, Dr. J. 
Middleton, and Dr. Ernst von Helden- 
relch) of what really happened in 
New York, Paris, and on the high seas 
of the Atlantic Ocean, to be published 
in all magazines and periodicals and 
spread abroad in every other possible 


At 6:30 p. m. on October 3rd, a 


3rd Honorable 
Mention 

awarded to 

“The Menace from the Skies** 
By 

ARTHUR G. STANGLAND 
Box 964 Rt. 1 
Astoria, Oregon 


great flat disc was first noticed in 
the dusky skies, apparently floating 
lazily over New York City. Little 
attention was accorded the novelty; 
many believing it to be a new type 
of aircraft being tested by some air 
transport company. 

But, as it gradually dropped lower, 
radio communication was interrupted 
by a sharp, and continuous staccato 
roaring, and much of the city’s elec¬ 
trical equipment ceased to function. 
A gentle breeze from overhead grew 
into a heavy wind, as the peculiar air 
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traveller descended. Suddenly, crowds gasped In amaze¬ 
ment and then In horror, as they stood Impotent witnesses 
to the sharp-angled descent of the machine to a point 
over the tall Woolworth Building. It hung motionless for 
a moment while the air below was turned Into a veritable 
maelstrom. Then four long tentacles dropped from the 
periphery of a projecting Inverted "bowl” below the disc, 
and entwined themselves about the skyscraper. Horror- 
stricken occupants streamed from the doomed building. 

The wind now raged with a crazed fury, partially de¬ 
molishing some of the neighboring skyscrapers. Its activity 
appeared to center at the circumference of the huge disc 
where blinding violet rays shot from thirty-two ports ar¬ 
ranged symmetrically in groups of four. 

P EOPLE in the streets reverted to 
instinctive impulses. Faced with 
this unbelievably strange sight, the 
fear of the unknown unleashed hidden 
superstitious dreads. Thousands acted 
like hunted animals, madly fleeing, 
with an insane light in their eyes 
born of the first human emotion— 
self-preservation. 

Inexorably, the great edifice was 
slowly torn from its deep-planted 
roots. Water gushed from the mangled 
mains; high tension electric cables 
shorted and flamed, igniting the gas 
flowing from the gas mains. Once 
torn free of the ground, the stolen 
building was lifted high into the 
heavens. The aerial visitor and its 
victim vanished completely in the rap¬ 
idly-gathering darkness. 

A similar description would paint 
the visit of one of the rovers to Paris 
the next day. It selected the Eiffel 
Tower and made off with it into the 
deep blue overhead. Similarly, the 
Bremen, out of the high seas, was ab¬ 
ducted and spirited away. 

The entire world was amazed, 
stunned, frightened. Of course, every¬ 
one is quite aware of some of the most 
widely-spread rumors concerning the 
beginning of another world war, and 
the visit of some aerial monsters from 
another part of the earth. However, 
several days later an amateur astron¬ 
omer, photographing the heavens for 
evidence of comets, discovered the 
three space rovers moving toward 
Jupiter. Following his startling dis¬ 
covery, the world was even more fear¬ 
ful lest the stellar visitors return to 
continue their depredations upon 
Earth. 

Upon the advice and suggestion of 
our government, the following state¬ 
ment is offered as our explanation of 
the strange events. 

“We have had many questions asked as to how the 
interstellar visitors could come upon our earth without 
one of the many thousands of aihateur astronomers here 
discovering them. We do not know definitely; but it is 
quite possible that they stole upon us in the dark center 
of the earth’s shadow, the umbra. It is simple geometry 
to compute the mean length of the earth’s umbra, which 
happens to be about 900,000 miles. One can readily see 
that a body 1,000 feet in diameter could approach the 
earth within that distance with small chance of detection, 
due to the small angle subtended. 

"Another question, contingent upon discovering the 
approach of the recent extra-terrestrial beings, contained 
the inquiry as to why sensitive radio equipment failed to 
pick up at least the peculiar hum of their necessarily 
enormous electrical power plants. Dr. Heidenreich’s 
experiments indicate the positive existence of the theo¬ 
retical Heaviside Layer. It is this layer of atmospheric 
atoms at a critical pressure and temperature, between 
sixty and a hundred miles overhead, that makes radio 
possible. Electrical disturbances in the ether can neither 
enter nor leave this earth-enveloping Insulator, which 
really acts as a condenser of about 3,000 farads capacity. 



Mr. Stangland is a junior in electrical 
engineering at Oregon State College. He 
is twenty-one years old; and is deeply in¬ 
vested in psychology, philosophy and as¬ 
tronomy, besides his chosen profession. 
He describes the most fascinating of his 
avocations as the “art of writing.” He is 
the author of the “Ancient Brain” which 
appeared in the October, 1929, issue of 
Science Wonder Stories. 

71 /§ R - STANGLAND is the 
Tr Jy! author of “The Ancient vl 
II r Brain" which appeared in 
the October, 1929 issue of Science 
Wondee Stories. He has written 
a very interesting story. His 
narrative is straight-forward and 
fits quite nicely within the length 
limitation of the story. 

There are no loose ends to this 
story. It follows completely from 
beginning to end, and yet it has 
a nice device which is found in 
much good literature; there is an 
element of doubt; we might say 
a question mark at the end. ^ 


"Upon examining the steel skeletons of the demolished 
buildings near the site of the unfortunate Woolworth sky¬ 
scraper, it was found that the metal appeared to glow, 
although to the hand it was quite cold. The scintillations 
observed coincided very much with the results of the rays 
from the Coolidge tube used on granite and metals years 
ago. One is led to conclude that the means of propulsion 
used by the huge machines is in some way connected with 
a ray similar to that emitted by the Coolidge tube. 


inch Hooker reflector; and thereafter followed their prog- 
“ ress with the newly-constructed 

400-lnch electric eye of Filson, all the 
while wresting secrets from the stel¬ 
lar rovers. We have a motion-picture 
record of their journey in space. 

“The assistants of Dr. Middleton 
were able to get a startling picture 
of the earth reflected in one of the 
ports of the celestial machine trans¬ 
porting the Bremen, and at the same 
time the other two immense travellers 
were caught by a photograph. The 
tall building was still intact, although 
cracked in places. This picture is 
considered one of the finest taken by 
the Committee, and was recently pub¬ 
lished without permission. 

"The speed of the space rovers at 
first was comparatively low, no doubt 
because of swarms of meteors in the 
vicinity of the earth. Two ray pro¬ 
jectors, at the end of supporting tubes 
rising out of a ‘crater’ in the center 
of the inverted bowl, were evidently 
used in clearing meteors from the 
path of the machine. Seventeen days 
later, however, the speed was very 
much higher. Signs of deterioration 
were noticed on all three earthly ob¬ 
jects, and a day later all had disap¬ 
peared from the tentacle clasp of the 
visitors. But we were unprepared for 
what followed. 

“Following this event in their 
journey, their velocity jumped enor¬ 
mously. Spectroscopic studies of the 
machines at first showed the presence 
of an unidentified metal or alloy. But 
as the days wore on, we were amazed 
to witness the spectroscopic lines 
shift toward a lighter and lighter 
metal. Suddenly, the lines indicated 
incandescence. Gazing first at the 
spectroscopic screen, and then at the 
ground-glass ‘eye,’ we witnessed the 
transmutation of the metal machines 
into a cloud of Incandescent gas. 

“After much profound thought upon 
this peculiar fate of the space rovers, 
we conclude. We are quite unfamiliar with the true con¬ 
ditions of interstellar space. But, evidently, with the de¬ 
struction of matter on the sun continuing unabated, certain 
powerful rays must be given off. Out in space, the inter¬ 
stellar machines were unprotected from the merciless, 
fierce intensity of the sun’s radiation. The metal of the 
machines was slowly being transmuted as they approached 
the sun. And this gives us A slight clew as to the origin 
of the machines. If they were from any of the inferior 
planets, it is natural to believe that the beings would over¬ 
come such a danger of proximity to the blazing sun. 

“And now: why did these space rovers come to our earth? 
Evidently not to conquer or plunder our world. Perhaps 
they were of such an order of intelligence that curiosity as 
to the form of life on this planet prompted their visit. 
The taking of the three immense developments of our 
civilization, probably was the act of souvenir hunters. 

“We feel that we can state with perfect sincerity that 
there should be no further cause for any public fear. 

The Committee of Three, 

James Ramsey, 

James Middleton, Ph.D., 

Dr. Ernst von Heidenreich.” 



















AN ADVENTURE IN TIME 
By the Author of “The Land of the Bipos” 


■OTHING is impossible. 


sln ^ ^ nto your minds. A thing may not have 
,$1* ; XrJnB come within the sphere of your own activities; 

it may even lie beyond the scope of your imag- 
inationa. You may never have personally en¬ 
countered anything above the 

commonplace, the ordinary. But wf VER since the 
y ° U f „ Can ’ t d *“ y , the Possibility T . me 0sciUator 

of the incredible, or the im- ^ CU5NCE wonder £ 

probable, befalling someon e t ^traversy 

else. - Please bear th s in mind tQ the mm 

when I tell you o my own condition8 %nder wM 

startling experience.” r7le f m 

So spoke Bayers, Professor r _. . ,, _ „ 

. i tt .. . Land of the Bipos," 

o Physics. He was a blond 0 marvelous UMal 
viking of a man in his early ± characteristic of 

thirties, big, powerful, an ec- . .. . , . . 

x . ’ , is its wtense interes 

centric in his habits, a fool— . ... .. 

. , will our civilization 

or a genius. None of us liked „ „ - „„ 

, , , „ T , years hence f How i 

him very much. We thought 

. . . . . . , pressing problems b 

him too absurd, too egotistical. . .. 

„ . , x ,, * , answers some of thes 

He broke too easily through the . .. „ . „ . 

. . . . clarity and with a pi 
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sand hours, and travel it in one, that one hour is only a 
fraction of the thousand hours. It is not a time above it, 
or below it—it is just the same time. The whole mistake 
made by Dunn lies in not clearly understanding that there 
is no basic difference between 
x- , V| time and space. A Action writer 

publication of “The ^ ^ ^ yery pIaln ln a fan . 

KXKa^there has been tastlC Story of hlS ’ The MacMne 
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j~i VER since the publication of “The N 
t'j Time Oscillator" by Henry F. Eirkham 
in Science Wondeb Stories, there has been 
a great controversy among our readers as 
to the possibility of time flying and the 
conditions under which it may be done. 

The present author, the author of “The 
Land of the Bipos," gives us in this effort 
a marvelous time-traveling story. 

A characteristic of our modern generation 
is its intense interest in the future. What 
will our civilization be in 100, 600 or 1,000 
years hence f How will some of our most 
pressing problems be settled t Mr. Flagg 
answers some of these questions with great 
clarity and with a picturesqueness which is 
peculiarly his own. 

One might say that time-traveling stories 
fully serve their purpose by giving us a per¬ 
spective on our own civilization and very 
often lending a new viewpoint on conditions 
that we have come to accept as inevitable. 

There is little question but that the future 
will see an increasingly greater part of our 
work being done by mechanisms of one kind 
or another, and whether these mechanisms 
are the Mechanicals as pictured by Mr. Flagg 
or some other form of mechanism, they will 
undoubtedly relieve man of much of the 
drudgery that is prevalent even in our 
twentieth century life. p 

for a hundred years? shoulders and too tight 


I GIVE the above conversa¬ 
tion as an example of the 
many heated ones which took 
place ln the lounglng-room of 
the Faculty Club. Bayers didn’t 
visit it oftener than once or 
twice a month, but when he did 
he always held the Aoor. And 
we didn’t like it. We didn’t 
like him. You can’t care for a 
man who will call you an ig¬ 
noramus, a stupid dolt, on the 
least provocation—or on none 
at all. But when he entered the 
lounging-room of the Faculty 
Club that night, three weeks 
ago, we stared at him in amaze¬ 
ment. Undoubtedly it was 
Bayers, but he looked differ¬ 
ent. There was a subtle some¬ 
thing wrong about the man. 
His clothes Atted oddly, as if 
they were too loose at the 
t the hips. We all knew that he 


All you have to perfect is the medium." The phrase be- had claimed several weeks’ absence from the classroom 


: To perfect the medium. 


because of sickness, but 


Ellis, teacher of English literature, often engaged him in for various reasons, i 


heated arguments. Now we felt remorseful. We crowded around him. 

“What time are you going to travel “Bayers,” exclaimed Ellis. “What’s 

in?” Ellis would say, jeering. "Our time, the matter, old man?” 

or the time it takes to travel in time?” It was then, standing in his accus- 

“What do you mean?” tomed place to one side of the big Are- 

“Why, you know that Dunn, ln his m V place, his hands buried in his coat 

Experiment With Time, shows the fal- W M. pockets, that Bayers uttered the words 

lacy of the reasoning of H. G. Wells in /21 Kl| with which this chronicle opens. His 

The Time Machine. If you travel a few aft V W) voice was the same old arrogant voice, 

thousand years into the future, a cer- W though noticeably shriller, and his hag- 

tain time must be used for the journey.” J gard sun-browned face wore a look of 

“But Dunn is mistaken,” said Bayers, triumph as he told the astounding story, 

“ln thinking that this time to travel in which, to the best of my ability, I have 

time is a time separate from or above given below, 

our own. If I walk a mile in twenty * * * * 

minutes, and then run it ln six, has that ^I have traveled in time (said Bayers), 

shortened the length of a mile? Or con- No, you needn’t look at me like that, 

versely, If ln a six-minute run, I equal AWn I’m not crazy, nor am I sick and run- 

a twenty-minute walk, has that set a a!w W ning a fever. There’s nothing at all the 

six-minute time above a twenty-minute matter with me—at least, not in the 

one? The idea is preposterous!" way you imagine. Do me the favor, if 

"I suppose Dunn knew what he was FRAHCIS FLAGG you w j]j ) to n a t en without interruption, 

writing about.” “As you all know, I have always been Intensely Interested 

"Dunn! Dunn! Dunn was mainly concerned ln setting in the phenomenon of time and its relation to space. To 
down some hocus-pocus about dreams. Listen to reason, my own satisfaction, at least, I had evolved a mathematical 


3 he had done that before, and 
f us had believed him really ill. 


man! If I measure off Ave miles, and then cover only one 
of them, that one mile isn’t something above the Ave miles, 


system which reduced one to the other ln such fashion as 
to give me great hopes of being able ultimately to con- 
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struct a machine that could travel Into the past and the 
future. The plan of such a machine was taking shape in 
my mind, and I had already fashioned certain parts of It, 
when, one summer's day. two years ago, in the course of a 
walk along the road about a half mile from my house, I 
witnessed a sight that filled me with amazement. 

That portion o& the road, as you know, is quite lonely In 
the late afternoon. The houses stand far back in their own 
grounds and are hidden from the casual gaze by tall hedges 
and the foliage of trees. A Parsons aero-sedan was parked 
in the driveway of one of those places opposite me, but the 
plane was empty and not a person was in sight. I had 
Just come abreast of this parked plane when a flash of 
Intense light shone for a moment into my eyes and half- 
blinded me. 

At first I thought it was a ray of sunlight glinting from 
the metal or the glass parts of the plane, but this idea was 
quickly dismissed, for the plane lay where the sun could 
not reach It. Quite involuntarily I had come to a pause, and 
was rubbing my eyes to restore their normal vision, when 
I observed a peculiar thing about two yards in front 
of me, the height of my shoulders from the ground, spin¬ 
ning in the air like a top. When I first saw it, it was a 
blur, and I could see through and beyond it, much as one 
does In looking through the spokes of a rapidly whirling 
wheel. 

But when the spinning motion slowed, the thing became 
opaque, solid, and finally fell to the ground with a distinct 
thud. I then saw that it was a machine, a strange con¬ 
trivance, possibly two feet in circumference, though as a 
matter of fact it was neither round nor square. Needless 
to say, I picked the thing up (it weighed about fifteen 
pounds) and carried It home with me. I was greatly ex¬ 
cited. Examination In the privacy of my laboratory veri¬ 
fied the suspicion that had entered my mind in the first 
moment of Its appearance: the strange contrivance was the 
model of a time machine! 

Editfaa 

Y ES, a time ipachlne. What I had believed possible lay 
before me in'concrete form. Why such a thing had come 
to me, who had always believed In time traveling, is a 
thing I cannot explain. It belongs to a mathematics of 
probability higher than any we know of. 

Perhaps my own work on a time machine prior to this 
incident was just a sort of pre-vision, or "future memory” 
that so many psychologists now believe in. In other words, 
while working on my time machine, I may really have 
been existing on two time planes simultaneously. The 
parts I had already fashioned were here; and also those 
parts which I had been able to conceive of mathematically, 
but the construction of which had baffled me. There was 
the gTeat central wheel, the principle that turned it, not 
outwardly, but in on itself. There was the magnetic bat¬ 
tery kept constantly charged by the momentum of the 
wheel. And lastly there was the balance. . . . But why 
continue! Suffice it to say, that everything I had ever 
dreamed of was incorporated in the body of that model. 

You may imagine with what interest I inspected it, to 
what almost painful scrutiny I subjected its most minute 
details. Though in my own mind I was assured that the 
machine came from the future—since no person or persons 
of the past would have possessed the knowledge of me¬ 
chanics and mathematics necessary for such an invention 
—there was no date, no legend, no message of any kind 
to indicate the period of its construction. But in the small 
chamber designed for whoever would like to journey in the 
time machine, I discovered the photograph of a beautiful 
girl. Only the face was shown, with a portion of the neck. 


The features appeared to be set in bas-relief on a substance 
similar to that used in our tintype pictures of almost a 
century ago, giving the face, jrhich was tinted in natural 
colors, a startlingly lifelike effect. 

Yet when I ran my finger over the surface of the photo, 
I found it absolutely smooth, the apparent bas-relief being 
an optical illusion cunningly contrived. I have called the 
face of this girl beautiful, but that is a weak term to use. 
As a matter of fact, the look of her was vital, arresting— 
and it exercised on me a strange fascination. It is absurd 
to say- that I fell in love with a photograph of a woman I 
had never seen; but it is only truthful to state that the 
thought came to me with overwhelming force, that here 
was the picture of a woman I could love. 

The head was well shaped, the forehead low but broad, 
the eyes widely Bpaced. The eyes were sea-green, the kind 
that often become vividly blue under the stress of emotion. 
And as for the mouth, the nose. . . . Suffice it to say, I 
was enchanted! The ashen hair cropped close to the head, 
boy-fashion, the hue of the skin, swarthily brown, were 
plquantly attractive to me. Recollect that I am still a 
young man, ardent by temperament, responsive to female 
beauty even though I have a reputation for shunning the 
society of women. Consider the strange, the exciting, cir¬ 
cumstances under which the picture came into my pos¬ 
session. Then you will make allowances for the fact that 
I wove Impossible romances in my mind, that I began to 
dream.... Under this picture was engraved a single name 
which I deciphered to meao'Editha. 

B UT my unexpected find did not make me forget the 
time machine. Rather it added to the energy with 
which I threw myself into the task of duplicating the model 
in my possession. Naturally, I dared not experiment with 
it, else it might slip away from my hands into an era 
remote from myself. Again, I had to handle it with care, 
to note with microscopic thoroughness the relationship of 
its various parts, lest I smash something Irreplaceable, or 
be unable to put together again what I had taken apart. 

But I will not bother you with the irksome details. It 
is enough to say that I finally reproduced a model of the 
machine, complete in every respect, and that it functioned. 
After that it only remained to build a time machine on a 
scale large enough to carry myself. Two months ago the 
contrivance was finished. I asked for sick leave and pre¬ 
pared for my unique journey, giving my housekeeper to 
understand that I was going away to the country for a 
complete rest, and that during my absence neither she nor 
anyone else was to enter my workrooms. 

I made ready for the journey with some care. Clad in a 
stout hunting-suit, and armed with an automatic, I seated 
myself in the chamber of the machine and advanced the 
starting lever. Do not think that I was altogether easy in 
my mind at that moment. For the truth is that I hesitated 
for some time. None better than myself knew the danger 
that lay in undertaking such a trip. But eagerness to test 
the invention personally, to prove that my theories were 
sound, finally overcame whatever timidity I had. It was 
my intention to essay but a short flight at first, say a thou¬ 
sand years into the future, but naturally I had no means 
of knowing how fast the machine would travel in time. 

Here I want to say that Wells’ description of^ what a 
traveler would see from a time machine in motion is in¬ 
correct. Also the great flctionist makes no attempt to pro¬ 
tect his time traveler from the action of friction. That is 
because he has no conception of what it is that ages the 
organism. 

In my machine all contingencies were provided for. It 
had been Impossible to reproduce the transparent metal 
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with which the walls of the chamber of the strange model 
had been constructed, so In its place I utilized a flexible 
glass of the strongest and most modern manufacture; 
thick yet clear, capable of turning, with a quarter of an 
inch of its thickness, the^ bullet from a high-powered rifle. 
Through this glass I viewed no such thing as a succession 
of nights and days. No blur of rooms, buildings, cities 
and civilizations rose and fell. The speed was too colossal. 
When I had started my journey I was conscious only of a 
sickening swoop, a moment of utter disintegration. Beyond 
that I experienced—I saw—nothing. Fortunately, the lever 
was set on the face of a graduated dial, the dial being 
separated into two zones by a straight line. At the head 
of this line, the end furthest from me, was the numeral 
nought. When the lever rested on this, the machine was 
at rest; pulling it back to its greatest capacity in the left 
zone would start it hurtling into the future, while pushing 
it over into the right zone would send it into the pAst. 
Under the dial, and controlling the lever, was a meehanism 
which, after a certain number of revolutions of a clock-like 
wheel, would release the lever and let it fly back to neutral. 
It was well for me that this arrangement existed, otherwise 
I might be traveling yet. 

In the Thicket 

U NDERSTAND, I was already traveling; I was already 
experiencing that sickening feeling of disintegration. 
Then the mechanism released the lever and I stopped. I 
stopped, I say; and for a breathless moment the machine 
and I hung poised in space. Fool that I was, I had started 
my flight from the second floor of my house. Sometime 
during the years between my start and arrival, the house 
had naturally been torn down, removed, leaving a wooded 
spot where the building had once stood. So the machine 
and I plunged earthward. But the branches of trees broke 
the force of our fall and we came to rest in the midst of a 
dense thicket. I was badly shaken, of course, but protected 
from any serious injury by the walls of the chamber. Nor 
was the machine damaged. Constructed as it had been, 
with the more delicate part of its mechanism housed in an 
all-metal body, it had crashed to earth without suffering 
any particular harm. I went over it thoroughly to make 
certain of this, and with an axe from the tool-box cut the 
branches and underbrush away from around and under it, 
until it rested more or less firmly on the level. Then, and 
not till then, did I pause to realize the uniqueness of my 
position. 

At that moment I did not doubt that I stood in the 
future. I had started with four walls of a room around 
me, but the walls, the room, had disappeared. I had ex¬ 
pected them to, of course, and yet in spite of my expecta¬ 
tions, I was amazed and startled. Deep in my subconscious 
mind had lurked a mistrust of the actual working of the 
larger machine, a doubt about the amazing deductions of 
my own reasoning. At any rate, in that moment I was as 
much astounded at my sudden whiff through time as any 
of you gentlemen might have been. Only after a few dazed 
minutes could the truth come home to me—the incredible 
truth—that what the great mass of humanity had never 
even dreamed of, I had done. After a while, after I had 
appeased an unaccountable hunger with some cheese and 
crackers, and had drunk a thermos-bottle of coffee, I 
forced my way with some difficulty through the shrubbery, 
and so came into the open. I might remark that by the 
position of the sun, the hour was about noon. 

The thicket from which I emerged appeared to be an 
isolated cluster of woods set in the midst of a rolling, park- 
like countryside such as you may see today, but with no 
houses in evidence. Congratulating myself that the ma¬ 


chine was well concealed, and marking the spot as carefully 
as I could, I walked ahead, wondering, as indeed one might 
well wonder, what sort of people 1 could expect to meet. 
In about five minutes I reached a place where a long line 
of tall trees ceased, and from which it was possible to see 
the whole of the East Bay territory spread below. But the 
familiar city views were no longer there. Berkeley and 
Oakland had vanished. The Key Route Mole which used 
to run its long slender length far out into the Bay was 
gone. Gone too, were the Campanile Tower, the towering 
brick and stone of the Tribune Building, the trlreme-Hke 
ferry boats plying the waters between the East Bay cities 
and the metropolis by the Golden Gate. 

CHAPTER II 

A Meeting 

HANGE, change! I had expected, of course, to see 
changes, but not this drastic sweeping away of 
everything familiar. The completeness of time’s 
erasure stunned me. So might an Inhabitant of prehistoric 
America feel if he could return and view the cities of our 
day, standing where his own rude shelters had once stood. 
For all I knew I might be that prehistoric person. For I 
was looking down on a marvelous city—yet one so different 
from that to which I was accustomed that it filled me with 
amazement. The buildings, so far as I could see them, 
were of gleaming white stone with flat roofs, set each one 
in the midst of green squares and clumps of waving trees. 
There was no attempt to be mathematical in the arrange¬ 
ment of them. They lay in a sort of picturesque confusion 
delightful to behold. No chimneys or ugly projections 
marred the artistic simplicity of their lines. 

I stared, enchanted. The air was clear, untainted with 
smoke, but darting through it were what appeared to be 
vast droves of birds. Far off across the Bay, in the direc¬ 
tion where San Francisco now stands, other white build¬ 
ings gleamed; and in great layers, stretching across the 
water from the eastern shore to the peninsula, were black 
streams of the same birds, coming and going. So amazed, 
yes, and enthralled, was I by the distant scene, that it was 
some time before I noticed an immense building some hun¬ 
dreds of yards to the right of me and further down the 
hillside. It was open on all sides, the roof supported by 
great colonial columns. And coming towards me from its 
direction was a man. 

Now I had expected to meet human beings. I had even 
expected to see them curiously garbed. Oddity of dress 
and customs I was prepared for. It wasn’t the fact, then, 
that this man was strangely clad that startled me. No, it 
was the manner of his approach. He was clothed In a 
form-fitting garment of one piece. Attached to his feet were 
flat, almost disc-like devices resembling snow-shoes, and 
in his hands he carried a short rod evidently of the same 
metal. Yet it was none of those things that made me stare 
at him incredulously, doubting the evidences of my own 
eye-sight. It was the fact that the man was walking on air! 

Yes, believe it or not, he was some ten feet above the 
ground, not gliding through space, not flying, but coming 
toward me with purposeful, springy strides. At that mo¬ 
ment he looked not unlike the old Greek figures of Mercury, 
the god of speed. When he lowered over me, I saw that 
physically the stranger was even a bigger man than myself, 
gracefully built, with fine features, and skin as dark as 
that of a Eurasian. Then for the second time within the 
same minute my equanimity received a Jolt. The being 
striding through the air was not a man but a woman! 

I F I regarded with the utmost astonishment this strange 
woman and her mode of approach, she seemed no less 
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surprised at viewing me and my dress. She spoke, and 
somehow the language sounded familiar. Intuitively I 
understood the question. 

“Who are you?" she demanded In a sweet, yet command¬ 
ing voice. 

“A traveler," I replied, “an American.” 

“American." She pronounced the word, but with an odd 
accent. Then, with a command I could not misunderstand, 
she started ofT and gestured for me to follow. Greatly ex¬ 
cited, a little dubious, I did so. A few steps in advance of 
myself, keeping about a foot above the ground, she walked 
effortlessly, while I tolled in her wake and perspired under 
the hot sun. In a few minutes we reached the immense 
building which I have already mentioned. The roof, of 
some transparent substance, covered a single floor that was 
perhaps an acre in extent. In the center of this floor was 
a massive machine of some sort, with wheels ceaselessly 
yet silently revolving. What its function was I could not 
determine. A mechanical contrivance stood to one side of 
this machine, a robot-like device, gliding to and fro in 
front of a metal board in which was set a bewildering mass 
of dials, cogs, and switches. Evidently it was susceptible 
to certain words of command, for when the woman spoke it, 
changed its occupation abruptly and advanced towards her, 
bearing an odd looking disc in extended "hands.” In a low 
tone she spoke rapidly into this disc for perhaps a minute. 
Then, again commanding the mechanism, which returned 
to its former occupation, she motioned me to follow her 
to where stood a vehicle not unlike an automobile. That 
is, it had a body and four wheels, seats for several people, 
and a steering gear. But here the resemblance to a motor¬ 
car ceased. There was no place for an engine! 

The front came up in a sheer curve, like the prow of an 
ancient galley, extending as a roof over the length of the 
car. The wheels had perfectly flat exterior rims uncushioned 
with rubber or any other kind of tires. On those wheels, 
setting out from the hubs and coming level with that por¬ 
tion of the wheel-rims touching the floor, were large replicas 
of the same flat devices that adorned the feet of the woman 
'who walked on air. Still obeying my guide, and not without 
an Inward feeling of trepidation, I climbed into this strange 
automobile, and we were away. 

The vehicle ran across the floor and took off from the 
farthest edge of it, not onto a road or runway, but into 
space. For a moment I was guilty of clutching at my- com¬ 
panion’s arm, so startled was I. Then I saw that we were 
not falling but running as if down hill. The action wasn’t 
that of an airplane gliding; it was that of an automobile 
rolling over an incredibly smooth road. There was a faint 
hissing sound, the slightest vibration of the seat beneath 
me; otherwise I could detect no indication of any motor. 
Set into the prowlike front of the car was a windshield, 
but even casual inspection showed it to be made of a pecu¬ 
liar glass. In fact I wasn’t at all sure that it was gladb 
as we know it. The Instruments set in,the face of a metal 
strip below the windshield were utterly strange to me. 

But it was not chiefly the vehicle nor its manipulation 
that claimed my attention. For in a few minutes we were 
in the city itself and rolling along about twenty feet above 
the ground. Looking downward I could see no roads, no 
pavement such as we have ribboning our cities. What I 
had taken from a distance to be vast droves of birds now 
proved to be people and motor-cars using various levels 
of the air for their pathways. The sight was uncanny. 
Nor were there any business or shopping districts to be 
seen in the city below me. Every building was surrounded 
by flowers and waving palm trees. The effect was that of 
a thousand beautiful estates merging one into another 
without any hedges or dividing lines. Yet, thought I to 
myself, these people have machines, they wear clothes of 


a sort. Factories must exist somewhere, and workers. 
Even this Eden must have a drab Industrial quarter, dis¬ 
guise it as the inhabitants may. You see, my mind was 
really envisioning things as they are in our cities. 

The News is Broadcast 

B UT the air-vehicle’s flight, which I judged to be at the 
rate of forty or fifty miles an hour, gave me little 
leisure to indulge in such thoughts. Besides, from what 
was undoubtedly a radio receiver in the body of the car a 
low but distinct voice was continually speaking. Then 
I discovered that the language, which had sounded familiar, 
but which I had been unable to understand when my 
guide addressed me in it, began to be intelligible. I lis¬ 
tened attentively to the low, clear voice, grasping the 
meaning of a phrase here and there, and suddenly enlight- 
ment came to me. It was Esperanto* that was being 
spoken, the universal language that a few people are advo¬ 
cating today. For a year or two I had studied it myself 
and had corresponded with enthusiasts in Europe. That 
was before my interests veered into other channels. But 
the fundamentals of the language were still mine. How¬ 
ever, this Esperanto to which I was listening had changed 
somewhat; had evolved as was to be expected. But in spite 
of modifications, additions, strangeness of accent, I began, 
though with difficulty, to understand most of what was 
being said. 

“Station RI,” Bald the low, even voice, “reports the dis¬ 
covery of a strangely-clad man in hills back of station." 

There was a steady flow of language, the sense of which 
I could not follow; and then suddenly I heard the following 
words: 

‘The stranger is being brought to General Intelligence 
Division 27 for questioning. Interview will be broadcast 
visually and orally over—” There was a gap here—“All 
citizens who desire . . .’’ 

I strained my ears to hear further, for the news being 
broadcast related to myself. But, at that moment, with 
a sickening downward rush like that of a fast elevator, 
the car came to rest within a few inches of a wide lawn 
surrounding a large building. I had hardly time to notice 
that mechanical devices were mowing and watering this 
lawn, seemingly without any human guidance, when my, 
companion courteously led me through a wide open en¬ 
trance into the interior of the building. I found myself 
in an Immense room, the complex furnishings of which 
are beyond my power to describe. Silently, smoothly, what 
could be nothing less than metal robots glided to and fro, 
performing strange tasks. I stared at these marvels, 
fascinated. 

There were no windows in the walls of this room, yet 
everything was bathed in the rays of the afternoon sun. 
Evidently the wonderful material of which the walls and 
ceiling were composed was pervious to the rays of light. 
It glowed, I noticed, with the' hue of old rose and faint 
purple,—a glorious sight,—yet the room was cool. Either 
Its temperature was regulated by some refrigeration de¬ 
vice, or the heat rays of the sun were filtered out by the 
material through which the sunlight passed. Later, I 
learned that the latter guess was the correct one. It was 
possible, I discovered, through the control of mild mag¬ 
netic currents within the stone itself, to shut out the 
infra-red** or heat rays of the sun, or to admit and augment 
them. But I am going ahead of my story. 


•Invented in 1&87 by Dr. L. Za 
Its vocabulary consists of words 


language, spelled p 

•• It has been thought by m 
could be “strained” from lig 
light” produced.. 


amenhof. It contains 2,642 root words, 
common to every important European 


I today, that if the long wavele 
eat could be eliminated and 
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I N this vast and utterly strange room (and you can 
Imagine with what amazement I viewed it), were 
nearly a dozen human beings, clothed in the same fashion 
as my companion and having the same golden-brown skin. 
All were heroically built, none of them being under six 
feet in height, and all of them were women. Yqt these 
women were not awkward, being well proportioned, glori¬ 
ously so, and beautiful in a fashion that had nothing to 
do with clothes or make-up. All of them wore their hair 
cropped short, man-fashion, and there was something domi¬ 
nant and powerful about their faces; something, yes, that 
came from a feeling of conscious strength and the habit 
of command. Involuntarily I thought of Amazons, that 
warlike race of women of whom I had read so much. But 
if these women were Amazons, they were a highly civilized 
and advanced variety. What, in this community, was the 
status of men, I wondered? Men, of course, there must 
be; but so swift had been our flight through the city, I 
had failed to note any. 

The women were standing by what appeared to be a 
large flat-topped table. One of them, taller and more ma¬ 
jestic even than her sisters, evidently a person in authority, 
spoke a few words, another pressed a button. Immediately 
what appeared to be a concave rostrum rolled forward and 
I was asked to take a seat immediately in front of it. 
Two metal creatures busied themselves with levers and 
dials. A large metal mirror set in the face of the flat 
topped table suddenly became thronged with reflected im¬ 
ages—of houses, people, air-motors, trees and flowers, all 
very minute, but rapidly growing distinct and clearcut. 
At first I couldn’t understand the purpose of this mirror. 
Then suddenly it came to me: this place was undoubtedly 
a television and radio-broadcasting station. The area to 
be served with pictures and oral news was being visualized 
in the mirror. I watched the reflections intently. On an 
infinitely smaller scale I was seeing the surrounding coun¬ 
try, not only of the East Bay but of the Peninsula across 
the Bay. Not until the pictures were perfectly clear, and 
a certain radius assured, did the tall majestic woman 
begin to question me. 

At this point let me state that the conversation which 
follows did not take place with the clarity and directness 
with which I am going to relate it. Questions and replies 
had to be repeated over and over again. For the most part 
I found it easier to understand what was being said to 
me than to answer. For the sake of brevity, however, I 
am going to give this, and all other conversations which 
take place in the story, without further allusion to the 
difficulties attending them. 

“Who are you?” asked the majestie woman. 

“My name,” I said, "is Bayers.” 

"Bayers?” 

"Professor Bayers of the University of-California.” 
“California,” said the woman slowly. “There is no place 
by that name in the world today.” 

“Perhaps not, today,” I replied, “but In the past. . . .” 
“Our history teaches us,” answered the woman, “that 
in olden times this part of Arcadia was called California.” 
“It is from there I come,” I said. 

She stared at me silently. 

A woman in the background, the one who had conducted 
me to the place, spoke suddenly. 

“But how is that possible?” 

“By traveling in time,” I said. 

’Time!” echoed one of the women. 

"Perhaps," I said, "you don’t believe that possible.” 

An Examination 

HE majestic woman rebuked me with a look. 

“We have long ago eeased believing anything is 
impossible.” 


Glancing at the intelligent faces around me, I could well 
credit it The woman went on: 

“We, too, have pondered the possibility of time machines. 
More than that we . . . But now we have given up such 
labors.” 

“But why?” I asked. 

“Because we want no men from the past entering aw 
country and interfering with the rule of women.” 

The rule of women! What I had thought about Amazons 
eame back to me. “You mean—” 

“That Arcadia is governed by a matriarchate*.” 

▲ matriarchate! I had read Lewis Morgan’s Ancient 
Society, and Friedrich Engels’ Origin of the State, Private 
Property, and The Family, but these books touched on 
matriarchal forms of society of the past while this was 
the future. Who was it that said all progress is a spiral, 
that history undoubtedly repeats itself, but on higher 
stages or levels? ’What date is this?” I asked. 

“Since the Change, 1001.” 

“I don’t understand,” I said. “What do you mean by 
'Since the Change’?” 

“Why,” replied the majestie woman, “it means that one 
thousand and one years have passed since we women took 
over the power.” 

“And that-was . . .” 

“By the old methods of dating time, A. D. 1998.” 

So I had traveled over ten hundred and fifty years into 
the future! 

“In my day,” I said, “the men were the dominant force 
in society.” 

“Yes,” said the woman, “but that was before the Great 
Conflict.” 

I thought at flrBt that she meant the World War of 1938, 
but she said no, that the Great Conflict took place in 1963. 

“It was principally men,” she said, “at the bead of 
nations, who started the ghastly slaughter. For years they 
had been talking and professing peace, while secretly pre¬ 
paring poison gases and deadly germ bombs. All the an¬ 
cient countries hated and distrusted one another. France 
was jealous of England, England of the United 8tates, 
and the United States made little of England and of 
Europe. Russia, under the Dictatorship of The Proletariat, 
talked of universal disarmament, but the criminal chican¬ 
ery of Imperial diplomats, the rival ambitions of at least 
two great powers to rule the seas, the insane desires to 
extend spheres of influence over this territory and that, 
made any real policy of disarmament unpopular. 

“Japan wanted a free hand in China and had reason to 
be afraid of America. Germany was anxious to wipe out 
the rankling disgrace of an earlier defeat and to punish 
her victorious enemies. Oh! they were all mad, mad with 
envy, greed and hatred; and on August 1st, 1963, the storm 
broke! 

“There were no declarations of war. Each group of 
idiotic statesmen thought they would take their enemies 
by surprise. Four score planes of -the French aerial squad¬ 
ron, each carrying three deadly bombs, one of gas, one of 
germs, one of explosives, swept across the English Channel 
on a cloudy night, and a few hours later London, Bristol, 
Portsmouth and Liverpool lay in ghastly ruins. And while 
this wort of destruction was being perpetrated, swarms 
of airplanes from the mother ships of Britain’s Atlantic 
fleet, and from strategic points in Canada, swept in over 
the seaboard and across the border of the United States, 
and by morning New York, Boston, Philadelphia, Buffalo,, 
and cities as far west as Detroit and Chicago, were wiped 

* Originally, this meant a state of society in which the mother was 
the head of the family and all hereditary rights of succession passed 
from mother to daughter instead of from father to son. It was once 
popular among primitive peoples. 



1024 


SCIENCE WONDER STORIES 


out. ^Washington, with all the government officials, was 
one of the first to be destroyed. In almost the same hour 
that the French air fleet deluged England with a rain of 
death, a Qerman force of bombers assailed Paris, Mar¬ 
seilles, and countless other cities. Italy showered death 
on Turkey, and Poland on Russia, Japan raided the Pacific 
seaboard of the United States, destroying Los Angeles and 
San Francisco; and American airships visited ruin on 
the cities of Japan. Oh, the asininity of it! In a few 
fatal hours the work of the mad, plutocratic statesmen 
was done. No nation arose to claim the victory over other 
nations, because the great capitals of the world and the 
jingo rulers in them had ceased to exist. Millions of people 
perished from the corroding gases from which no mask 
could protect them, and from the virulent disease germs 
loosed by insane governments. All over the world they 
died, and where they died they rotted.” 

CHAPTER III 

The Aftermath 

LISTENED to the woman in horror. The events of 
which she spoke were to take place but thirteen years 
In the future from the time of my departure in 1950. 
It was impossible to believe that they could occur. 

“But you forget!” I exclaimed. “What of the protection 
against air-raids, the use of anti-aircraft guns, and other 
weapons?” 

The woman smiled pityingly. “Yes," she said, “it sounds 
incredible, but our histories tell us that people actually 
believed—were persuaded to believe—that such things safe¬ 
guarded them. Weren’t there, however, even in your day, 
writers—I believe you called them writers—who showed 
the inadequacy of such methods of defense?" 

There came to my mind the names of various authors 
who had described the horrors of a war waged from the 
air, and of an article on that subject by that elderly prophet, 
Stuart Chase, that I had read in a recent magazine. It 
almost seemed as if the woman could read my thoughts. 

“Yes," she said, “their gloomiest predictions were veri¬ 
fied. Whole governments were wiped out. But that was 
really a blessing. Corrupt, fossilized In the strata of old 
traditions, their elimination was a boon to suffering human¬ 
ity. The pity of it was that man had to pay such a ter¬ 
rible price for his freedom from them. However, in time 
the people recovered. Pestilence, it is true, swept through 
the various countries and decimated the inhabitants. But 
from a thousand cities that had been unharmed by the 
initial air-raids there radiated forces of succor and up¬ 
building. Ten, twenty years passed. You will have to 
listen to a History Record of those ancient times to under¬ 
stand clearly all that transpired. Suffice it to say, that at 
the cost of losing fully half the world’s population, the 
people acquired the wisdom to outlaw war. At an inters 
national meeting held in Berlin, representatives of the 
masses pledged themselves to everlasting peace. Exploita¬ 
tion of virgin territory for profit—that insidious source 
of all past wars—waB declared abolished. An International 
language was adopted as mother tongue of the citizens of 
the world. It was decided at this first world congress that 
birth should, from henceforth, be controlled, that an en¬ 
deavor should be made to limit the supply of food, clothing, 
and other essentials to the demand, and that the more 
advanced countries, industrially, should use all their re¬ 
sources to build up and make self-supporting the backward 
ones. Under this program, negroes desiring to do so, both 
in America and other parts of the world, were returned to 
Africa. Those wishing to remain in America, were allowed 
to stay. 

“Discrimination because of color was no longer tolerated. 


Within a hundred years the race problem of southern 
America ceased to exist. But with the settling of the eco¬ 
nomic and race problems, arose another, the sex question. 
Even before the Great Conflict, the women of Russia had 
begun to break through age-old taboos. Under the new 
regime of world affairs, they began to forge ahead and to 
show more actual ability than men. Loosed from the do¬ 
minion of man, woman developed faster than he into a 
world citizen. At the first World Congress only a third 
of the members belonged to our sex. Forty years later 
women composed seventy-five per cent of that body. And 
in the year, After the Change, One, the membership was 
one hundred per cent feminine.” 

1 LISTENER)—and with what Interest you can well 
imagine. 

“You mean,” I said, “that the women conquered the 
men.” 

“Not in the way you imply," was the answer. “There 
were conflicts, of course, conflicts of policy. Men, it seems, 
are too combative by nature to always conduct things 
wisely. In a few decades they began to hark back after 
the old gods. But, biologically, all women are mothers— 
of boys as well as girls. It was only natural, Indeed Inevit¬ 
able, that they should eventually take over the running 
of the world, as long ago they took over the running of 
the household. The rule of the woman is then the rule 
of the mother who wishes the best good for all of her 
children." 

She paused, as if she wished me to say something, but I 
remained silent. “I am giving you this outline," she said, 
“for your own future guidance. You realize, of course, that 
you have come into our midst to stay." 

“To stay!" I echoed. 

"Yes,” she said. “It wouldn’t be desirable to have people 
from the ancient times traveling through their future to 
visit us. With their archaic ideas of government, religion 
and sex, they would fill our now peaceful land with discord, 
and perhaps violence. For that reason I request you to 
tell us where your time machine is.” 

Needless to say, I thought quickly. If I spoke the truth, 
my only means of returning to 1950 would be destroyed. 
“I am sorry,” I said, “but the machine has vanished." 
“Vanished?" 

"Yes, I became dizzy and fell from the car while it was 
in flight. Fortunately, I landed without injury to myself; 
but the machine has gone on—where, I do not know.” 

The woman spoke a few slow words to a mechanical 
servant. I watched, fascinated, as this robot manipulated 
a dial and depressed a lever on a small table that had 
run smoothly forward. In a small mirror, similar to the 
larger bne, grew the reflection of a hillside. I recognized 
the spot where I had met the woman walking on air. 
Quite slowly, as the dial was turned, the whole territory 
in the vicinity of where I had landed was subjected to 
close scrutiny. My heart misgave me as I saw the clump 
of woods in which the time machine lay concealed. For 
a few nerve-racking minutes it was reflected in the mirror 
and under the gaze of a dozen sharp eyes. But fortunately 
the foliage waB thick enough to render any view of the 
machine impossible. 

“It is well,” said the majestic woman at length, and so 
terminated as strange an interview as was ever accorded 
mortal man. 

A Masculine Gathering 

T is hard (continued Bayers) to relate everything as 
it really happened. I have said before that so far I had 
seen no men in Arcadia. But after the audience with the 
majestic woman in the television-broadcasting chamber. 
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I was given over into charge of a young man, Manuel by 
name. Since this was the first male brought to my notice, 
I regarded him with some curiosity. He was swarthy, 
with smooth, regular features, was gracefully built, and 
clad and shod exactly as were the women, but with this 
difference, that beside them he was almost grotesquely 
small. In fact he was only five feet in height. Considering 
the almost giant stature of the women, this surprised me. 
I had expected the men to be at least as tall as the women. 
Manuel, I thought, must be a stripling. But no, he was 
full grown. Then he must be an exception to his brother- 
men. But I was wrong. 

To my astonishment I discovered that all the men of 
Arcadia were within an inch of five feet. They varied, as 
individuals will, in features, stoutness or slimness, (though 
a fat person was unknown), but in the matter of height 
there was a startling similarity. To me, accustomed to 
regard man as the sterner and stronger sex, there was 
something almost absurd in this reversal of positions. 
Also, as the women had impressed me with their look of 
dominance and command, so did the men astonish me with 
their air of soft compliance and subjection. It was not 
a physical quality, for they seemed hardy enough. But 
they betrayed their inferiority by the manner with which 
they clothed their every act. I found this to be true of 
the great majority, but I was to meet others again. 

With Manuel, I dined that night in the company of six 
of his fellows. They seemed to live in bachelor quarters. 
The serving was entirely mechanical, the food such that 
I readily recognized the meat and several of the fruits and 
vegetables. 

"I suppose," I said, "that you raise cattle on a large 
scale?" 

"Cattle?” queried ManueL "Oh, I see! Pardon me, but 
the term is now obsolete. No, such barbarous customs as 
raising animals for food have been abolished." 

"But this meat?” I questioned. 

He smiled at my bewilderment “It is synthetic. The 
laboratory and factory have replaced the breeding-pen and 
the slaughter-house.” 

“Then you have factories?" 

"Oh, yes; whole cities of them! But we don’t live there, 
of course. 

I drank what appeared to be a wine of rare vintage and 
pondered his words. A man with a very high forehead 
took the conversational lead away from me. 

"It is actually true, then, you come from 1950?” 

“Yes." 

"When men,” he said with a sarcastic inflection to his 
voice and looking obliquely at his companions, “weren’t 
the pampered slaves that they are now?” 

“Val!” cried Manuel, warningly. The man seated beside 
him, one whose manner had impressed me as being almost 
girlish, caught him by the arm and choked, “For heaven’s 
sake be careful! Do you want to be de-memorized? You 
forget. . . .” 

“I forget nothing,” cried Val. Nonetheless he stood up 
with a jerk. “I was joking,” he said carelessly. “Think 
of living in an age when people wore such clothes as 
these.” He laid his hand on a sleeve of my hunting jacket 
Then in a whisper, with no change of expression: “Is 
there a place where we can talk?” 

M ANUEL led the way out onto the lawn. "No one 
can hear us here,” he said. 

Val looked at me bitterly. “A lovely state of affairs,” 
be said. “It’s got so one can’t trust a mechanical any 
more.” 

“A mechanical t” 

“Yes, a servant—one of the machines. They’re all in 


tune with the women. Especially the new ones that are 
now being distributed.” 

Manuel read the bewilderment on my face. “There are 
devices for registering sound and making permanent rec¬ 
ords of it at Central.” 

“You mean that the machines . . .” 

“Oh, yes. They’re receptive to everything, and they’re 
everywhere. In the walls . . .’’ He shrugged his shoulders. 

“And it’s against the law to touch the machines. Besides, 
it’s impossible to do so and not . . . But tell us about life 
in olden times. We are eager to hear you.” 

“There’s nothing much to tell,” I said. “Your books and 
histories must give you a pretty good idea of what it is like. 
But you forget that I’m absolutely ignorant of things as 
they are today. All this is strange to me. I’m curious to 
learn of your social customs and habits.” 

The man called Val laughed bitterly. “We live,” he said, 
“and eat, as you see, with no voice in the governing of our 
lives.” 

“But you are free,” I objected. “The average man of 
my day did not live in the comfort you have. You do not 
work, as they had to, for your bread.” 

“What means that freedom?” he queried. "Freedom is 
relative to a given state of affairs. As a matter of fact 
we are the creatures of the women, who treat us as toys 
and who refuse to take us seriously.” 

I could not help smiling. Once, back in 1948, I had 
attended a meeting at which a famous feminist had spoken, 
and her words had been identical with Val’s, only she had 
been referring to women while the present' speaker was 
alluding to the lordly male. He continued: 

“It is true we do not work. The executive work of di¬ 
recting the mechanicals is the sole prerogative of women. 
They even hold we lack the physique or mental endow¬ 
ment for anything far removed from what we are allowed.” 

I gasped. “But if you don’t like conditions at present 
can’t you change them with the vote?” 

"No, that’s impossible. We shall never win equality 
through voting.” 

“Why not?” 

"Because the women are bound to win at the ballot.” 

"You mean they cheat, that they do not count. . . .” 

“No, the counting of votes is honest enough. The system 
by which every voter, male or female, registers his or her 
will, admits of no false manipulation. By means of me¬ 
chanical devices in every home or public place, each person 
registers his own vote and counts every other. Trickery 
is impossible.” 

"Then I don’t see. . . .” 

“Oh, it’s simple enough. For centuries now the mothers 
have regulated the birth supply of the country. They have 
simply kept the number of women in Arcadia higher than 
that of the men.” 

“But how?” 

“That is their secret. It is common knowledge today 
that the sex of a child can’t be determined by will or feed¬ 
ing. It is known on indirect grounds that the nuclei of 
the male and female are not exactly alike. The difference 
is in the chromosome; a difference that can be traced back 
to the time when a human being is a fertilized egg.” 

"Yes,” I said. "That’s what they taught even in my day. 
Altenburg wrote a popular book on the subject.” 

V AL nodded. “The mothers use a more scientific method 
than willing or feeding to determine sex. As you 
know, the fertilized ova are removed from the wombs of 
the mothers shortly after conception takes place. They 
are put in ecto-genetlc incubators for bringing to birth. 
That the embryos in early stages of development are acted 
upon by certain subtle gases and rays which affect the 
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chromosomes Is commonly believed. However that may 
be, more girls are delivered Irom the containers than boys. 
So you see that our boasted equality at the ballot-box Is 
only a farce. The number of votes 1 b determined at the 
Incubators. Even If the men voted as one—which for 
various reasons they do not do at present—the women 
would still outnumber them. No,” he hissed, "there is no 
way for the men to achieve their rights, save through 
revolution!” 

The others nodded a solemn agreement. I saw that they 
were as one In this. 

“Are all men of the same mind as yourselves?" I asked. 

“No,” said Manuel, sorrowfully, “the men are divided 
among themselves. Foolish as it may sound, many of 
them vote for the women and are seemingly contented with 
the lot of being pampered playthings.” 

“But our movement is growing nonetheless," said Val. 
“Even those who are supine. Indifferent, or afraid to join 
us, are not so contented as they seem. Let us once make 
a successful bid for freedom and thousands, of such will 
flock to our aid.” 

The old, old talk of rebellion, I thought sadly. Was 
mankind never to escape the need of its purging whirl¬ 
wind? Here, where industrial slavery had been abolished, 
where seemingly no human being sweated or starved or 
went without the necessaries of life, where machines did 
all the hard and continuous toll, where the cities and 
countryside looked like paradises, where beauty and health 
reigned and want was unknown,—even here discontentment 
was rife. 

“Have you considered,” I asked quietly, “that violence 
may destroy all the blessings you really have? Believe me, 
compared to the age from which I come, your existence is 
that of gods. You asked me to tell you something of life 
in I960. Very well. Right on the site of Arcadia great 
ancient cities stood—New York, Chicago, Berkeley, Oak¬ 
land, San Francisco, and many others. Berkeley and Oak¬ 
land were considered beautiful communities in my day, 
two of the loveliest in the United States of America. But 
compared to cities standing here now, they were drab and 
ugly. They had business districts where buildings of 
stone and steel lifted gaunt heights above paved, unlovely 
streets. The streets were mostly crowded and mean and 
dirty. Men slaved in the shops on those streets and in 
the business offices, underpaid, undernourished, shut away 
from sun and air. And those cities had factory sections 
where soot and smoke abounded, where squalid houses ran 
in dispirited rows. 

“Men worked what you would call long hours In those 
factories and came home to sleep in those houses. They 
were underpaid and undernourished—though a great many 
thought themselves well off in comparison with other work¬ 
ers who did yet more laborious work and received still 
smaller wages. As it was in Oakland and Berkeley, so was 
it in San Francisco, New York, Seattle and Chicago. But 
the greatest tragedy lay, not with the men who had work, 
but with the thousands, and even millions, who could find 
no work to do. The right to labor was really the right 
to live—the right to love and have a home; the right to 
eat and be respectable. The prisons were filled with men 
who stole because they could not work, because they wanted 
more than they could get by tolling long hours, wanted 
luxuries that only the rich could buy. Learned men did 
mental gymnastics in trying to prove that crime was a 
disease. It was—a social disease. Fourth offenders against 
property went to prison for life. Great Insurrections broke 
out in those prisons because of the harsh treatment, the 
poor food, the terrible, monotonous life, and the injustice 
of being penned up—in many cases, for desiring to have 
some of the money that a few squandered on wine and 


women, that millionaires hoarded up in banks and couldn’t 
use. There were other factors, too, in the making of 
criminals—though practically all had their basis in eco¬ 
nomics—but what I have told you is sufficient. And on 
top of everything else we had wars and the threat of wars. 
Nations raged upon each other as rival gunmen did in 
Chicago and New York. Can you deny that the women 
have led you away from such evils, that under their guid¬ 
ance wars have been abolished, want no longer exists, 
that you are well-fed, adequately clothed and housed?” I 
stopped breathless. 

CHAPTER IV1 

A Recruit 

A FTER a silence, Manuel said bluntly: "What you 
M state is true enough. No one denies, the women have 
■*- brought us where we are. Our contention is that 
the men could have done the job just as well. We don’t 
ask to return to the conditions of your day, which were 
far from ideal. Nor do we wish to destroy the conditions 
we now have . . . save in one particular.” 

“And that?” 

“Is to wrest the supreme control of government from 
the women and to share it with them equally. We don’t 
wish to enslave them. We are resolved to have equality.” 

I nodded slowly. "Yet,” I said (in spite of the sympathy 
I felt for him and his cause), "All women are mothers— 
of boys as well as of girls. After all, couldn’t you trust 
to their mother love better than . . .” 

Val laughed bitterly. "So they’ve been lecturing to you 
in that fashion already! That’s what they teach us from 
childhood up—that the mothers know beBt how to govern 
for all. Mother love—” He choked, and then went on 
vehemently: "What love can a Mother have for a child 
she never bears, which Is taken from her body as an egg 
and hatched out in a machine? Which she never brings 
up personally or knows from a thousand other children? 
No! we are not sons to the Mothers. We are a hostile sex 
they have taught their daughters to dominate and despise. 
Yes, all women for generations have been taught to regard 
us as inferior, mentally and physically. By a process of 
breeding, combined with some secrets they have learned in 
handling embryos in the incubators, the Mothers have 
stunted our growth while augmenting that of their daugh¬ 
ters. Yes,” he cried, “they have given us these pigmy 
bodies, all of a size, while endowing women with magnifi¬ 
cent physiques! Shall we forget this? Shall we submit 
meekly till they actually begin to stunt our brains too?” 
“Good Lord!” I whispered, “they wouldn’t do that!” 

“Oh, wouldn’t they! What if I were to tell you that the 
more extreme factions among the women favor this very 
thing; they maintain that a male animal or even a male 
man* doesn’t need any more brains than to eat and mate?" 

“If you were to tell me that,” I said tensely, “and it were 
true, then, by God, I’d be a rebel myself!" 

And that is how I came to get mixed up in the movement 
of the Revolutionary Males of Arcadia. 

I slept that night in one of the odd chambers of the 
Arcadians. Odd, I say advisedly, because the walls of those 
chambers were created and destroyed at will. The prin¬ 
ciple was the same as that employed by physicists of our 
day who used certain rays to veil a theater stage from the 
eyes of an audience while stage-hands were changing the 
scenes. Only this process with the Arcadians had been 
carried far beyond the experimental stage. The walls so 
raised were impervious to ordinary material bodies. In 
spite of the excitement of the last few hours, or perhaps 

* In Esperanto a male man is a virsekso. 
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because of It, I slept soundly. The next morning Manuel 
brought me a suit of clothing similar to that worn by all 
Arcadians. 1 laughed when I first held the one-piece gar¬ 
ment up to Inspection. It was scarcely more than a foot 
In length. 

“Surely you don’t expect me to get into this,” I jested. 
He smiled. “Let me help you,” he said quietly. 

T O my surprise the material proved wonderfully elastic, 
stretching without difficulty or any inconvenient strain, 
though to one accustomed to more and heavier clothing the 
suit seemed Inadequate. “I feel naked,” I said. 

“But doubtless quite comfortable,” replied ManueL "You 
see, this cloth is specially prepared. It insulates the body 
against sudden changes in temperature, keeping you reason¬ 
ably cool In hot weather and warm In cold. The ultra¬ 
violet rays of the sun are freely admitted to all portions 
of the body, while Infra-red are tempered, or if too intense, 
repelled entirely. Long ago we abandoned wearing clothes 
for fashion or vanity’s sake, realizing that a well-shaped 
and dear-skinned body Is a pleasing sort of beauty in itself. 
What you are now wearing is an art and health suit.” 

I had to admit that, artistically, the one-piece garment 
was much superior to the shapeless pants and . coats of 
I960. Manuel fastened to my feet the metal, disc-like de¬ 
vices I have before noted. Closer examination revealed 
them to be quite broad on the bottom and punctured with 
a score of small holes, containing a small compact atomic 
motor that compressed the air beneath one and made it 
as hard and resilient as rubber. The short metal rod 
handed me was hollow, and at either end, like stoppers, 
were what appeared to be sensitized- plates. The rod was 
fastened to the wrist by a flexible strap of metal. Three 
keys, red, white and blue, were at the end of the rod near¬ 
est the wrist, and there were other devices whose function 
I will describe later on. 

“But how do the shoes work?” I ^sked Manuel. 

“By means of broadcast power,” he replied. "The rod Is 
your pick-up instrument. I press this first red key—so. 
Do you hear the vibration? Power is now being received 
by radio. I press the white one. Peel the droning in 
your heels ? Power is being communicated to the air-shoes. 
Now if I were to press the blue button . . .” 

“I would fly,” I said. 

“Fly! No,” laughed Manuel. “Who said anything about 
flying? You would generate beneath your feet a thousand 
pounds of air-pressure to the square inch. This creates an 
air road on which you walk. You can ascend any height 
you please by merely stepping higher, as on stairs; to 
descend, notice the white button can not only be pressed 
but pushed forward in this notched groove—so. Each 
notch represents a decrease of one hundred pounds in air- 
pressure. There are ten notches, as you see. Thus by 
lessening the air resistance beneath your feet you can de¬ 
scend as easily as you rise. But come! Let me illustrate 
what I mean.” 

I shall never forget that first lesson in aerial walking. 
You can’t imagine the uneasy sensation of stepping on what 
is invisible. At first I was timid and unbelievably clumsy. 
In air-shoes one stepped differently, more from the hip. 
An aerial walker had to learn to balance himself, to poise 
the body so as to remain in an upright position. Several 
times my head felt lighter than my feet; that is, my feet 
went up faster than the rest of me. Once or twice my 
heels shot out and heavenward, and the air-pressure would 
have hurled me disastrously to earth if Manuel and others 
of my instructors had not caught and held me safely. 
However, I soon began to acquire the knack. The first day 
I achieved a fair balance; the second, I essayed a journey 
all by myself, keeping, however, close to earth; and on 


the third, I was quite profloient. 

Aerial Walks . 

UT why walk,” I asked one of my instructors, “when 
it’s possible to fly? Have you no flying machines? 

“Ob, yes,” he answered, “but they are only used for 
traveling long distances, and for conveying freight to and 
from the mechanical cities. Since man does no physical 
labor any more, it is considered imperative he should get 
as much exercise as possible. Walking is one of the sim¬ 
plest and best known. Of course we have the aerial autos— 
you have seen them. They run on compressed air roads 
in the same fashion as our aerial walks. But there is an 
exhilaration about aerial walking that’s lacking in the 
machine.” , 

I already understood what he meant. "Rie aSr was a 
springy road beneath one’s feet. A walker had the luxuri¬ 
ous use of his limbs, combined with a freedom of move¬ 
ment, a birdlike sensation of rising and falling, of being 
a godlike creature alone in space. And with such under¬ 
standing there came to me the realization that the old 
roads winding over hill and dale, the dusty, winding rib¬ 
bons of macadamized highway had gone forever. Man 
now made his roads as he walked; and when he ceased 
walking, the road was non-existent. Nay, it lay always 
under his feet, but nowhere else, and the elements could 
not destroy it; nor did he have constantly to worry about 
their upkeep. The wonder, the simplicity of such road con¬ 
struction could not but make me marvel! 

During the course of my walks—it was on the fourth 
day—I bent my steps in the direction of what I had known 
as Frultvale and San Fernando. Outlying districts, I 
noticed, were being intensively farmed. Fruit trees and 
vegetables were still being grown. I saw the busy figures 
of workers tending the checker-like fields and orchards 
beneath, but when I descended to hold converse with them 
I perceived they were not human beings but mechanical 
robots, working with a grim precision rather appalling 
to watch. It was difficult to believe them machines—and 
as difficult to imagine them anything else. 

During those four days I also saw other things of inter¬ 
est There were, for instance, the books, theaters and tele¬ 
vision devices of the Arcadians. But I shall speak of 
these later. 

After dark on the fourth day Manuel signified I was to 
go with him on a visit We crossed the Bay in an air- 
auto to the San Francisco shore, and then turned inland, 
finally stopping at a grove of great pines in which a light 
chamber had been erected. Perhaps fifty men were assem¬ 
bled in the big room. I recognized Yal'and several others 
that I had seen before. Manuel took charge of the meeting. 

“Bayers,” he said, “this is the Revolutionary Committee 
of The League for Masculine Equality. It represents di¬ 
rectly some hundred thousand male citizens of Arcadia; 
and indirectly a half million more. Your coming has 
aroused a great deal of agitation among our membership. 
We feel that the time to strike is ripe. Our plans are made. 
If you will co-operate with us we are confident of success. 
I have brought you here tonight to tell these men whether 
or not you will be one of us.” 

I looked at the faces surrounding me. They were of 
all kinds and description, but all shone with one emotion— 
determination! 

"Gentlemen,” I said, unconsciously using that form of 
address, “I am a man. I cannot help but sympathize with 
you in your aspirations. I come from a period when men 
were pretty well the masters of the world. In that era 
woman was sexually and economically Inferior. She occu¬ 
pied a similar position to your own, in that she was organ¬ 
izing and fighting for equal rights. But I also realize that 
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the women won their battle, ushered In world-wide peace 
among nations, created the marvelous civilization I see sur¬ 
rounding me, and I am naturally anxious no act of mine 
shall destroy the worthy fruits of their labor and genius." 
"What do you fear?" asked one of the men. 

"Violence,” 1 said, "fighting among the sexes which will 
erase all your gains." 

"Then be easy In your mind,” said another. "No 
weapons such as the ancients used exist among us today. 
Gunpowder, explosives, deadly gases are not manufactured 
In our mechanical cities. Psychologically we are trained 
to abhor the use of such things, or any violence in fact. 
What we contemplate is not that sort of a revolution." 

“Well, what other sort Is there?” 1 demanded, consumed 
with curiosity. 

M ANUEL spoke slowly: “Bayers, it is natural for you 
to think in terms of your day, but try to understand 
what I am going to tell you. The whole basis of Arcadian 
life Is mechanical. Nine-tenths of pur work Is done solely 
by machines. Those machines—and when I say machines, 
I mean all the devices you see immediately surrounding 
us, the vast cities of the middle-west and of the east that 
are wholly run by mechanisms—are controlled from certain 
centers by women operators. There is one master center 
that controls the whole life of the country, that commands 
the obedience of the mechanicals. Whoever controls this 
center has the power to enforce his demands: not by de¬ 
stroying anything, but by possessing everything. Once 
let us win this center and we can dictate terms to the 
women, make our demands on the mothers. We can force 
them to give us equal representation in the laboratories 
In the Secret City. We can ask certain securities for the 
carrying out of our wishes. Once we have control of this 
center, we can achieve equal rights for man.” 

“And you promise not to use your power to deprive the 
women of theirs?” 

"Yes; for we realize that no ruling class or sex is safe 
so long as there is a class or sex deprived of Its privileges, 
that Is kept inferior. All must be equal.” 

“Very well,” I said, "I am in sympathy with you so far. 
But what is your plan for seizing the center, and of what 
help can I be?" 

Val answered me. "No male Is allowed to enter this 
master center. Theoretically he is kept ignorant as to how 
it works. But actually, by what means does not matter 
now, we have obtained complete knowledge regarding it 
and how it functions. For any of us to approach It with¬ 
out suspicion is impossible. But you are a visitor from 
another age, physically as big as a woman. In the dark 
you can pass for one. Bee, here are the plans of the control 
center. Notice the seat here—and the lever.” He spread 
before me a well-drawn plan. “The room is quite bare 
save for this.” He indicated the sketch of a weird-looking 
mechanism. "But pay no attention to it. The woman will 
probably rise and come to greet you. That’s your chance. 
Act quickly! Don’t hesitate! Win to the seat—throw the 
lever. Leave the rest to us.” 

He Illustrated what he meant; he went over and over 
the details painstakingly. 

“When the lever is thrown this mechanical here will 
imprison the woman, but without injury. All over Arcadia 
power will stop, work will cease. No one will be hurt 
because the surplus energy stored In batteries incorporated 
in air-autos, air-shoes and air-ships will allow of their safe 
descent to earth. On that surplus we shall reach you 
quickly, once you throw the lever. Follow out these instruc¬ 
tions to the letter.” 

So It was we made our plans and on the following eve¬ 
ning attempted to carry them out. 


CHAPTER V 

A Midnight Walk 

H ERfe I must note a peculiarity. With the abolition 
of roads as we know them, and with the use of the 
air exclusively, had gone the old-fashioned methods 
of illuminating cities. The need for lighting systems to 
prevent robbery or murder had practically disappeared. 
The bodies of alr-autos, the air-shoes on the heels of aerial 
walkers, the controlling rods strung to the wrists of pedes¬ 
trians were all of a uniform silvery color that shone at 
night like phosphorus. The alr-autos, of course, could 
switch on electric lights If necessary, and I discovered that 
the pressing of a sensitized plate could turn my rod into 
an Ingenious and powerful "torch.” As for the interior 
of buildings and the temporary light chambers, the first 
were illuminated by artificial sunlight reflected from a 
central lamp In each building, wherever desired, by cun¬ 
ningly arranged reflecting devices, while the latter had the 
peculiar property of lighting themselves. This matter I 
Intended to probe into more deeply when opportunity should 
offer, but somehow never did. The roofs of buildings were 
designated by symbols, letters of the alphabet, and by num¬ 
bers etched in glowing phosphorus; so that a citizen knew 
where he was at all times and could readily locate places 
in the darkness. 

"Why veil from our cities with superfluous lights the 
glory of the stars and the matchless beauty of the moon?” 
asked Manuel. I was made to understand that for all 
Arcadians, both male and female, the contemplation of 
the heavens at night was an aesthetic pleasure. 

The central control station to which twelve members of 
the Revolutionary Committee guided me about ten o’clock 
In the evening was distinguished from other buildings by 
an immense circle enclosing the letter A. No attempt was 
made at secrecy. Numerous other walkers were abroad. 
In fact the air was full of traffic. We were but a group 
of men among thousands. But I myself could readily pass 
for a woman. My bulk was that of a female. In the soft 
darkness of the night—there was no moon—I was but a 
vague figure. The faint glow of phosphorus indicating 
shod heels and the rod in my hand revealed them alone. 
Walking through the balmy night on the aerial highway 
was a mystical and uncanny experience. Almost I Imag¬ 
ined myself dreaming. Languorously I glided along. Like 
giant fireflies, alr-autos went noiselessly by. Invisible feet 
on gleaming metal were everywhere. Far off you could 
see them striding, hundreds of them—thousands. The 
gleaming rods swung this way and that. Suspended be¬ 
twixt heaven and earth I had an almost ecstatic feeling of 
exhilaration, of omnipotent power. 

Where before had I ever experienced such emotions? 
Then It came to me that many times in sleep I had soared 
through the air, limbs trailing. Levitation! That was it. 
Through the machine man would master the mystery of 
gliding, of traveling without extraneous power. I pon¬ 
dered how the simple ever prevails over the complex. Then 
Manuel, who had glided forward, seized my arm and pointed 
downward. The great circle enclosing the letter A was 
directly underneath. The others crowded around. Not 
a word was spoken. Before starting, my instructions had 
been lucidly repeated and the rest was up to me.' Further 
talk was useless—even dangerous. With only a nod of 
farewell I went down into the velvet blackness of the grove 
surrounding the shadowy building. I knew where to land, 
what preliminary steps to take, but for the first time I 
felt nervous. I was conscious of a rising excitement, a 
quickened pulse. To enter the building as a woman seemed 
easy enough, but after that . . . 
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W HAT 11 my attempt failed? What If, instead of the 
woman, I should myself be the one to be made a 
prisoner by the mechanical f The thought was anything 
but pleasant. It came to me suddenly that I knew nothing 
of the laws of Arcadia, what methods of punishment were 
Indulged In. Robbery and murder no longer occurred, or 
very rarely. Such cases were treated psychopathically. 
But what of revolutionists? Surely there was a punish¬ 
ment for the crime of rebellion. The phrase uttered to 
Val by the almost girlish man at my first dinner In Arcadia 
came to me. “Do you want to be de-memorized?” I should 
have asked about that expression. But It was too late 
now! With the emotions of a man who feels that he is 
running serious risks he should have had sense enough 
to steer clear of, I found myself pacing the air six inches 
above the lawn. 

Mechanicals were still toiling but took no notice of me. 
They were laying out a row of what appeared to be shrub¬ 
bery. What a blessing such workers would be to the greedy 
industrial interests of America, I thought No wages, no 
strikes. A little cash outlay for machines, a little lubricant 
from time to time, the pressing of a button or whatever it 
was that started them, and the twenty-four hours could 
roll around without their noticing their flight. A blessing 
indeed to the farmer, the banker—but to the workers, the 
wage-earners of the United States, hardly a boon! 

I entered the wide-open portal of the building without 
Interference. My nerves twitched, my muscles tensed until 
they hurt It occurred to me that I was not designed by 
nature for such dubious adventures. A soft rosy light 
filled the Interior of the vast room. It was a subdued light, 
though to one coming In from the outer darkness it was 
dazzling enough. In spite of my nervousness, my inward 
feeling of trepidation, I moved forward quickly. I saw 
the grotesque mechanical to one side, the desk with the 
lever above it, in the center of the floor. Everything was 
familiar to me, from the plans I had viewed, yet at the 
same time strange, as is the way with places when one 
has merely studied pictures of them. A woman was at the 
desk. She rose and came forward. Undoubtedly she took 
me for a fellow-woman. At least she gave no sign of alarm 
or distrust that I could see. 

I blinked my eyes to accustom them to the light, and 
mentally rehearsed what I must do. Spring past the 
woman, throw the switch. All this in a swift procession of 
seconds, though it seems longer in telling. The woman 
neared. My heart beat rapidly. Now, now . . . But I 
never leapt. For all thought of action was driven from my 
mind at sight of the woman’s face. Yes, her face! It was 
a lovely face, a well-remembered face, a face I had never 
expected to see in this life. There were the sea-green 
eyes that had haunted me fn my dreams, waking and sleep¬ 
ing, the low, broad brow. Yes, there could be no mistake. 
It was the face of the woman whose picture I had found 
in the model of the time machine in Berkeley a week (or 
was it a dozen centuries?) before! All thought of my 
fellow revolutionists anxiously waiting somewhere in the 
velvet blackness above fled from my consciousness as I 
cried Incredulously “Editha! Editha!" 

Editha Again 

A FTER those words (said Bayers) I stood staring at 
her like one petrified. 

“You know my name!” she said. 

“It was on the bottom of the picture," I answered. 

“The picture?” 

"The one the time machine brought back into time.” 

“Ah,” she said, "then you must be the stranger, Bayers. 
You found the model I made. I couldn’t help experimenting 
with it, though the Mothers forbade it Was it my inven¬ 


tion that enabled yon to reach here?” 

"Partly,” I said. “It clarified certain principles for me. 
But I had been experimenting along the same lines my¬ 
self.” 

She nodded. “The Mothers were right They said the 
inventions of such machines would only open a gateway 
for those of the past to flow in on us.” 

"But is my coming such a terrible thing—to you?” I 
asked softly. 

She frowned, suddenly seeming to recollect that I was 
a man and where I had no business to be. The opportunity 
was still open for me to spring past her and throw the 
lever, but for the life of me I could not bring myself to 
attempt such a thing. But my eyes flashing to the desk 
and back again must have revealed something to her dis¬ 
cerning gaze, because she said, gently enough: 

“You were given over in charge of MahueL Manuel is 
a revolutionist Those poor men! Bayers, I believe they 
sent you here to capture this place.” And then as I stared 
at her, my face crimson, she went on: “That must be it 
of couree. You didn’t come here by chance. They counted 
on your being taken for a woman because of your size. 
It was really clever of them, but the plan could never have 
succeeded.” 

“Why not?” I said, a little defensively. "Only the acci¬ 
dent of my recognizing you prevented me from . . .” 

"Leaping for the lever,” she smiled, “as doubtless you 
planned to do. Well, Bayers, I would have just stamped 
on this raised tile—so—and the lever would automatically 
have locked; and then—watch what would have happened.” 

She stamped as she spoke. The huge mechanical swung 
from the wall with Inconceivable rapidity. From the lawn 
outside came the sudden shrill whistling of machines, the 
clang of metal falling. The wide-open entrance closed 
shut. She and I were alone in the central control room. 
Editha smiled Slowly at my wide-eyed astonishment. 

"The men,” she remarked, “don’t know as much of this 
place as they imagine they do. We see that all their in¬ 
formation is—false. It takes quite another method to 
unlock the switch, return the mechanical, and open the 
doors again. You are a prisoner. My prisoner,” she said, 
softly. 

"And what is to be my punishment?” I asked, trying to 
speak lightly. She did not answer that question, putting 
one of her own. 

“Are all men of 1960 as tall as you?" 

“Not all,” I answered. 

“The men of today are so puny.” 

“It puzzles me to account for it,” I remarked. 

“I suppose they are just naturally smaller and weaker 
than women." 

“How does it happen, then, that in my day men were, 
on the whole, stronger physically, and taller?” 

"I can hardly credit that." 

"It is true, nevertheless. 

“But I have been taught . . . that is, I always understood 
men were inferior to us by nature.” 

S HE shook her head in perplexity. “It’s nice, though, 
to see a man as tall as one’s self. The other men have 
bored me so! You’re as tall as I, aren’t you? But are 
you as strong? Let me see." 

She took hold of me, as she spoke, with her strong young 
arms and began to wrestle. The touch of her hands, the 
contact of her body with mine, ran through me like elec¬ 
tricity. But I soon found that no spirit of play or flirtation 
animated Editha. She was like an aroused Amazon. Her 
eyes blazed with the light of battle, her face tensed. The 
breath came quickly through her tightly shut white teeth. 
At first I tried to be on the defensive only, but before I 
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knew it I was fighting back with every atom of my strength. 
It didn’t take thirty seconds to make me realize here was 
no ordinary woman. 

As you know, I am a heavy-weight amateur wrestler of 
some note. Three years ago it was even said I could give 
the champion his congfi if I turned professional. In my 
day I’ve pitted myself against many strong men; but I can 
truthfully say I met none stronger or harder to handle 
than this beautiful woman of Arcadia. Her muscles writhed 
like whipcord. They tensed under my grip like iron bands. 
Not only her muscles, but her flesh was hard like iron, 
or smooth ivory. Twice she threw me to the floor, but each 
time I was on my feet again before she could make good 
her advantage. Once we met in headlong rush, and it 
was I who went back from the collision, almost bowled 
over. By this time every idea of chivalry to a weaker 
sex had been battered out of my head. Literally, I was 
fighting to save myself from ignominious defeat. The 
woman was more powerful, proving herself more than my 
match. 

We met in a deadly embrace, and she wrapped her arms 
around me and squeezed. I felt my senses swimming, my 
ribs caving in under the awful pressure. Back I went— 
back. At that crucial moment I recollected a trick Hashiro, 
the Jap wrestler, had taught me. There was a nerve just 
above the small of the back that if a thumb pressed . . . 
Wildly, almost gone, I found the spot and with the rem¬ 
nants of my failing strength bored. Under my fainting 
grasp I could feel the spasmodic quiver of her lithe body. 
The grip of her arms relaxed. But I had no mercy. I had 
been too near the ignominy of defeat to feel anything but 
an exultant thrill of victory. Up I straightened, up, and 
it was she who now went back. The pressure on the nerve 
must have been excruciating and paralyzing, but like the 
born fighter she was, Editha fought against submission to 
the last. But fight as she would the end was now inevi¬ 
table. Yet though her breath came in agonized gasps, her 
eyes glared untamed into my own. Over I bent her, over, 
tintll she sank nervelessly to the floor. 

Then seeing her there, stretched helplessly beneath me, 
I remembered again she was a woman, and a thing to be 
desired. Perhaps the feel of her warm arms, the contact 
of her body with my own, had subconsciously wakened in 
me all the male in a man. However that may be, I sud¬ 
denly leaned over and . . . 

“Don’t you dare!” she gasped. “Don’t you dare!” 

But in spite of her struggles I pressed my burning lips 
on hers. So we lay for a breathless moment, her body like 
tensed steel. Then suddenly with a little sob she went 
limp. Two arms came up around my neck. The blood sang 
wildly in my ears as my kisses were returned! 

S O began my romance with Editha. The possession of 
her love was a wonderful, a glorious thing; and yet 
had I known what my fate was to be, I would have . . . 
But would I? The heart of a man is a curious thing. But 
I didn’t know. Nothing warned me. So I went blindly on. 

After that night I saw nothing more of Manuel or of 
any other member of the League for Masculine Equality. 
And, truthfully, I did not care. I consoled myself with 
the fact that I had betrayed no one. The plan had gone 
awry, that was all, and any further attempt on the part 
of the men to capture the central control station would 
equally miscarry. In mentioning the revolutionists, Editha 
only said: “You needn’t say a word, but I know Manuel 
is in this movement and that Val is a leader. Someday, 
of course, we shall have to deal with them drastically.” 
“Imprison them?” I queried. 

"Oh, no. There are no prisons in Arcadia.” 

"You don’t mean—kill them?” 


“Of course not! Won’t you realize that we have left the 
dark ages behind? Life is sacred with us.” 

“Well, then,” I said, "I don’t see what it is you do." 

“We remove subversive ideas from their heads by means 
of the dememorizing principle, and replace them with con¬ 
tented, placid ones. The effect usually wears oft in time, 
in the case of really strong minds; but with the average 
person the cure is permanent. Val has been treated twice 
already.” 

The dememorizing principle, I discovered, was that of 
an electro-hypnotism * exercised on the individual through 
the medium of the machine. Soon afterwards I saw one, 
a hideous mechanical, whose staring eye focussed a red 
ray on those of the patient. There was a musical device, 
too, and subtle vibrations which rocked the body into quies¬ 
cence. But more of this anon. 

It was from Editha I learned something of the cultural 
side of life in Arcadia. To a question of mine she replied, 
“Of course we have great writers and poets and actors. 
Would you like to have Meta read?” 

“Meta?” 

“Yes, the outstanding novelist of today.” 

I nodded. 

“Very well, what reader do you prefer?” 

"What is a reader?” 

“Oh, I forgot. You don’t understand, of course. But 
just as in your time songs might be sung or poems recited 
by different individuals, so we have our novels read. Some 
readers are better liked than others. A certain reader 
can do better with philosophy, say, than with fiction. People 
also have different tastes regarding them. A good reader 
can often make a success of a poor novel or poem.” 

“But don’t you read for yourselves any more?” 

“Very seldom. Only those of us who are scholars and 
who delve into that sort of thing. Reading and writing 
in your sense of the words have really gone.out of fashion. 
A poet or writer, any creative artist, dictates to a record¬ 
ing machine, the recording plate is slowed up for the 
benefit of the reader, who learns from it each chapter by 
heart and then in turn reads it to another permanent rec¬ 
ord. This record is then placed in a disk in the broadcast¬ 
ing department library and can always be played for you 
on request, if no one else is listening to it Just watch me, 
now.” 

CHAPTER VI 

Some Entertainment 

HE manipulated various dials and devices inset In the 
wall. A metallic voice said: "LF, section ten." 
“Meta, by Elinor,” said Editha. 

“That means," she explained in an aside, “that I am will¬ 
ing to listen to any of Meta’s novels read by Elinor.” 

“Who was it that answered?” I asked, curiously. 

"A mechanical ,” answered Editha. “All routine jobs 
like that are done by mechanicals." 

A sweet, penetrating voice filled the room. The “reader” 
told us a romantic story—an old-fashioned romance, she 
termed it, yet I gathered that the scenes were set in the 
period immediately following the women’s rise to power. 
Much_was strange and practically unintelligible to me, yet 
that the story was what we call “well and powerfully writ¬ 
ten,” could not be gainsaid. And the reading of it was 
superb. It was not only reading, but, in its way, inimitable 
acting, though the voice of the reader alone registered. 
Yet that voice could run all the gamut of emotions. With¬ 
out losing a certain basic and enthralling feminine quality, 

* By this device the memory cells of the brain were invaded by the 
electric current and "memory impressions” were blurred. Complete 
erasure was not possible without injuring the subject. 
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it nevertheless changed with the speaking of every char¬ 
acter; and even with the delineation of character and the 
description of scenery, the voice subtly and magnetically 
varied; and in Its varying.timbre one could almost see 
the various persons, the scenes so graphically depicted. 
To such great heights had the Arcadians carried the art 
of reading. 

An hour passed like a minute. Finally the voice ceased. 
After a while Editha asked: “Perhaps you’d like to see a 
play—by some ancient playwright of your day?" 

She readjusted the dials, turned a crank, spoke rapidly, 
and a section of the wall slid up and revealed a stage quite 
in the old manner. It was but the counterpart of a stage, 
televisioned on a blank wall, as a projecting camera might 
show a moving picture; it was three-dimensional in char¬ 
acter, with the settings and the costumes of the actors 
naturally colored. The play was Shakespeare’s King John, 
and never had I seen the old tragedy acted better. The 
poignant scene where Hubert comes to burn out the little 
prince’s eyes and Arthur pleads for his sight, the pathetic 
plea of the Lady Constance at the tent of King Philip of 
France, brought tears to my eyes. Finally the little prince 
died on the cruel stones, the lords entered and accused 
Hubert; King John denounced his henchman and protested 
his own innocence; the last scene faded. Editha rested 
in my arms and now and then stroked my cheek with her 
soft hand. 

"It’s only a play,” she said. 

“But a play founded on bitter truth,” I replied. 

I told her something of early English history; of the 
kings and the barons; of the cruel Intrigues of both and 
their murderous rises and falls to and from power. She 
was surprised, having thought Shakespeare’s plays imagina¬ 
tive works only. English history' prior to 1900 A. D. was 
practically unknown. From such talk we drifted to a 
discussion of her own times. 

“Those actors,” I said after a while, “were all women. 
Even the readers you mention are feminine. Are there no 
men poets, actors, writers, or reciters?" 

“Oh, yes,” she said, “there are some very good ones, but 
not so many as there are women. The men are not talented 
generally.” 

I made no comment "Even Shakespeare was a woman,” 
she remarked. 

"But he wasn’t,” I burst out, astonished. 

"Oh, yes, we have an authentic bust of her in the Pan¬ 
theon of Fame." 

1 LATER saw this bust. It was that of a noble-looking 
woman done in marble. On its time-worn base, in faint 
letters, was undeniably chiseled the name "Shakespeare.” 
Whom it really represented, and how it had come to be 
passed off as the head of the great English dramatist, must 
forever remain a mystery. But I could not help suspecting 
a conspiracy on the part of the women to steal celebrities 
of the past for their own sex when I discovered that Walt 
Whitman, Mark Twain, Carl Sandburg, Robinson Jeffers 
and others had also been labeled as women, though in most 
of these cases the busts had once been genuine enough, 
a skillful chisel having merely smoothed their features 
into a more feminine mold. However, such stealing and 
fraudulent misrepresentation had evidently been accom¬ 
plished in the early days of Arcadia, centuries before 
Edltha’s time, and she had no suspicion of the truth. In 
fact, when I sought to enlighten her regarding the matter, 
she suspected me of lying for the purpose of glorifying 
the men, so I gave up; it was a hopeless job. 

I learned that ordinary books and plays of some months’ 
standing could always be seen or listened to in the home, 
but that special or recently turned out features were first 


given in theatres. One could always go there for a premier 
rendition, and those occasions were looked forward to as 
great social events. 

In Arcadia, I discovered, great artists were not rewarded 
in a monetary fashion (in fact the Arcadians possessed no 
monetary system), but all over the community stood the 
statues of inventors, writers, actors and the like. The 
really famous personages were depicted everywhere and 
buildings were named in their honor. Crowds flocked to 
pay homage to them whenever they appeared in public. 
Thousands of admirers showered them with spontaneous 
gifts and applause. Only the most famous, however, could 
ever expect to have their statues and pictures in the Pan¬ 
theon of Fame, in the company of the fabled geniuses of 
the past, or to be decorated with a garland of roses by 
the Mothers. Naturally, competition for those honors was 
very keen. 

Men and women tolled long and weary hours, through 
tedious months and even years, to perfect a picture, an 
idea, a story, with which to win public acclaim. To be 
the idol of a whole country, lionized, looked up to—was 
not that enough incentive for one’s ambition? I began 
to question whether our own idea that men must be spurred 
to the heights by money was not false at bottom. But 
to proceed with my story. 

In spite of the status of men in Arcadia I was overwhelm¬ 
ingly happy. Yet even in my happiness I knew moments 
of doubt. Editha could be likened to a beautiful tigress 
chafing at the bonds of affection. Mixed with her passion¬ 
ate love for me was a subtle antagonism, even a hatred, 
that could express itself in sudden gusts of anger. She 
was like a truekling boy one has conquered, who never¬ 
theless returns again and again to the attack. Often she 
would throw her arms around me in earess, hugging, kiss¬ 
ing, and just as suddenly rush at me to subdue me physic¬ 
ally. Save for the utilizing of the jiu-jitsu trick I was 
no match for her strength. So I did not always try to 
fight back. More often I allowed myself to go passive in 
her arms, to smile tolerantly in her scowling face. This 
form of tactics baffled her. 

“Ha!” she’d taunt me, “you’re like all the men—afraid 
to fight baek!” 

“Why should I,” I countered easily. "Haven’t I proved 
myself the better already? Besides, we men of the twenti¬ 
eth century don’t fight with girls—they’re too weak.” 

On Raising Children 

BAK!” she would cry furiously. “Weak!” and 
whirl me up in her strong arms. But sometimes It 
was I who would take her by surprise, deliberately, cruelly, 
pressing on the paralyzing nerve and bending her back, 
back, under my ferocious glare, until her tensed body went 
limp. 

I am prone to tell the story as if we lived in and by 
ourselves alone, but this was not so. All around us the 
swirling life of a great city went on. Editha took me to 
see the children. I had wondered where the young were. 
They were raised in great nurseries, beys and girls, with¬ 
out any attempt to separate the sexes. I had expected 
to see babies; but the absence of any children under five 
or six caused me to inquire where the infants were. Editha 
smiled, as did the women with her. "Oh, children are 
not delivered from the ecto-genetie Incubators until their 
growth is well along. The Mothers used to bear them In 
their bodies nine months. But the machine Is capable of 
bearing them much longer than that, years if necessary, 
so why not safeguard them against children's diseases and 
ailments, and all sorts of bad environmental Influences by 
keeping them In the container until they are five or six?” 

"You mean,” I asked In amazement, “that those tots 
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aren’t born until that age?” 

"Yes.” 

"But Isn’t it awkward to handle them so big? To teach 
them to feed and talk and form other habits?” 

"Why should It be? In fact they learn much more 
rapidly. However, there is a conditioning chamber where 
the new-born child is placed in special contrivances and 
taught its first social habits." 

I meditated on such surprising information. 

"But,” I exclaimed, “you bring the young up In huge 
nurseries, without individual mothering. Now our scien¬ 
tists have proved that children do not thrive In an insti¬ 
tution, away from the Individual care and love of their 
parents.” 

Editha smiled tolerantly. “Well, in the first place,” she 
answered, “your scientists were thinking of infants of 
nine months, Just born, or those under two years of age. 
Again, if I am not mistaken, your statistics were com¬ 
piled from the showing of institutions where the nurses 
who did the mothering were often doing it merely for a 
living and not from an Interest in the children. Believe 
me, that makes a big difference; a pyschic difference. 
Besides, the institutions of your day were very crude and 
Inadequate, and the statistics based on them consequently 
faulty. Now with us, even when children were born from 
the incubators at nine months, only women psychologic¬ 
ally capable of mothering them and giving babies the genu¬ 
ine affection they must have were allowed the care of 
them. Besides being good for the children this provided 
an outlet for the maternal instinct of those women who 
still desired intimate contact With offspring. There were 
fewer of them,” she said drily, “than you might imagine.” 

“Look at them,” remarked another woman; “don’t they 
seem absolutely healthy and happy?” 

A ND'in very truth they did. The children romped about 
entirely naked. There were swimming pools and 
instructors, and a variety of devices strange to me. We 
went into the reading room. Here stories and poems of 
imaginative character were read to the children. In an¬ 
other department, history, science and philosophy could 
be heard. The themes of the stories and the lectures on 
the various subjects were often Interestingly illustrated. 
Thus I saw early Arcadian history being read, while the 
incidents described were depicted on a three-dimensional 
screen. The two were synchronized (the reader and the 
picture) so that there was no break in the narrative nor' 
hiatus in the action. So it was with all that was being 
taught the young. I found the schools absorbingly inter¬ 
esting. 

“There is no attempt to talk down to children or to 
treat them as infants,” said Editha. “Everything of Inter¬ 
est to educated and cultured people is here read and illus¬ 
trated for them. Attendance at any reading or lecture 
is not compulsory. They come and go at will. But as 
you see, the rooms are always crowded. The boys and 
girls are brought up in these schools until fifteen, when 
they are taken to training centers for three years, taught 
how to use air-shoes and other every-day devices, before 
being Incorporated into the life of the community.” 

I met many women at these schools and nurseries, but 
never a man. The men either didn’t take their duties so 
seriously as the women, or perhaps they were not encour¬ 
aged to come, I never quite learned which. I tried to 
sound the women’s ideas regarding the men. That their 
prevailing attitude towards them was one of tolerant 
affection I soon discovered, though this ran the whple 
gamut of emotions from complete indifference to open 
hostility. Editha herself was contemptuous of them as 
a sex. “They are—so weak,” she said. 


“Well,” I countered, “can they help that?” 

“Perhaps not.” \ 

“It’s rather odd,” I said, “that men should suddenly, in 
a few centuries, become one uniform height, and women 
another.” 

“Why odd?” she demanded. 

“Well, it wasn’t so in my day. You can’t reasonably 
doubt that, because you perceive me. Then men were on 
an average larger than women, but many women were 
bigger than many men.” 

She looked at me with the scowl I had come to know 
meant the prelude to a fight. 

“There is nothing to the story some discontented men 
try to spread. Males receive the same attention before 
and after birth as do females. Besides, if they don’t like 
things as they are, why don’t they vote themselves into 
power? They have the same rights at the ballot as the 
women.” 

“But not the same numbers,” I murmured. 

She leapt at me furiously, catching me, whirling me off 
my feet. “Oh, you men!” she cried. “You are all fools! 
Some day we will get rid of you entirely!” 

A Minor War 

URING my stay in Arcadia there was one term I 
heard frequently used, the Mothers. At first I 
thought this applied to all women, but I soon learned 
otherwise. There was a hierarchy of females. The ma¬ 
jestic woman who had interrogated me on my first entrance 
to Arcadia was a Mother. Not all women were allowed to 
be Mothers—only a selected few being privileged to bring 
offspring into the world. The Mothers were relatively few 
in number, and could not die. This latter statement 
astounded me. “You mean,” I asked Editha, “that they 
are immortal?” 

“Yes.” 

“But how, where . . .” 

She shook her head. “I don’t know. That in the wisdom 
of the Mothers.” 

I smiled at this, for I realized that here was another 
illusion fostered on the masses by the rulers. 

I tried to learn more about this higher body of women, 
but seemingly there was little to learn. The Mothers lived 
to the southward. Few of them ever came among the 
ordinary people, except in moments of emergency, although 
by means of the various mechanical devices they were in 
constant communication with the central control stations. 
Motherhood had taken on a religious significance for the 
people of Arcadia, including most of the men. The Mothers 
constituted the priesthood of a religion in which women 
alone functioned. There were certain rites connected with 
this religion. That the men knew little of them I believed, 
because in my brief contact with the Committee of the 
League for Masculine Equality nothing had been said 
regarding rites. Of course that may have been because 
other matters were more pressing. Nor did the women 
vouchsafe me any information. 

Once, however, Editha said: “The Mothers do not need 
to die. Only now and then does one wish to go on through 
the portals of death to other planes of manifestation. Then 
the remaining Mothers select a new Mother to take her 
place. But no Mother has gone on now for two hundred 
years.” 

She told me no more, and perhaps knew no more to tell. 

It was at this time I had my first journey in an airship. 

“The Yanas,” said Editha, “of Dobruda (Central Amer¬ 
ica), are threatening war. We have to send some airships 
to pacify them.” 

“War!” I exclaimed. "But I thought war was abolished?” 

“Between the old established nations, it is. But you 
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must realize that a great many primitive peoples—as 
for example in sections of Africa—were Just left free to 
develop along their own lines of culture and to live life 
as they pleased. No effort was made to coerce the weaker 
races Into a manner of living that might be detrimental 
to their existence. However, when we had our upheavals 
in Arcadia, immediately after the last disastrous conflict 
of nations and during the period when women were com¬ 
ing into power, many men, and women too, who could not 
agree with the plans of the new regime, emigrated to the 
more primitive sections of native wilds and settled there. 
No effort was made to stop them for, in accordance with 
the new policy, minorities might do as they pleased in that 
respect Unfortunately, however, the men and women 
choosing to go to Dobruda were very reactionary types, 
taking along with them certain of the old arts, the making 
of deadly weapons, gunpowder and explosives. They and 
their descendants, living the old life we have outgrown, 
evolved into warlike nations and are dreaming the old 
vicious dreams of conquest and empire. Several of them 
armaments, we are helpless. Also they know that, pur¬ 
pose of attacking us. They believe that having abolished 
armamehts, we are helpless. Also they know that, pur¬ 
suant to our systematic reduction of population, our avail¬ 
able woman and man power is less than theirs.” 

"What is the population of Arcadia?” I asked curiously. 

“Five million. Four on this coast and one along the 
Atlantic seaboard." 

I exclaimed in astonishment "Why, America is nearly 
depopulated! She must be half a wilderness!” 

E DITHA looked amused. "Oh, no! In between those 
two strips of human beings are the mechanical cities, 
the vast centers of factories and manufacture. If we 
counted the machines our numbers would run to a hundred 
million. Of course we have allowed thousands of square 
miles to go back to a virgin state—territory where the 
natural wild life of the country has increased again in 
profusion—but nonetheless, Arcadia is by no means a 
wilderness." 

I shook my head doubtfully. "What is the population 
of the combined central states?” 

"About twenty-five millions.” 

“Good Lord! They outnumber you five to one.” 

Editha laughed at my consternation. "Well,” she said, 
"we have finally decided that those warlike states must be 
subdued and brought to reason. First, we shall deprive 
them of their weapons and means of manufacturing them; 
then we shall install a mechanical city, take control of 
education and run the country until the intellect of its 
people is on a saner basis.” 

"But you have no weapons,” I protested. “How can you 
combat them?" 

Editha smiled. "It is true we have not developed deadly 
methods of wiping people out. The manufacturing of such 
destructive things is only preliminary to the desire to use 
them. Nevertheless, we have not left ourselves hopelessly 
open to attack. A proper offensive is a good defense, as 
you will see." 

It turned out that Editha was given command of the 
expedition against the enemy. The airships, twelve In 
number, were huge cigar-shaped vehicles, automatically 
controlled by power stations running down through what 
used to be Mexico and Panama. Batteries stored energy 
for emergency uses. 'The ships could not fall, being sup¬ 
ported by compressed air in the same manner as air- 
autos: only, when in flight, they attained a speed of five 
hundred miles an hour. The Interior of those airships 
was divided into various compartments—a control room, 
living quarters, etc. As far as I could see they carried 


no weapons of any kind. Besides the inevitable mechani¬ 
cals, the crew consisted of twelve women, four to each 
craft. That I was permitted to go along was probably due 
to Edltha’s influence, and doubtless to the fact that I was 
not exactly rated as other men. However that may be, 
go I did. It was a glorious night when we started. To 
my surprise, our departure apparently aroused little inter¬ 
est. We might as well have been going for a cruise across 
the Bay as on an expedition of such importance. The 
crews filed aboard. One by one the giant vessels rose, 
ours being the last to take to the air. Just before it pulled 
away a woman came aboard. It was a Mother, a majestic 
woman. She gave no orders, appeared to exercise no 
authority, yet that she was regarded with more than affec¬ 
tion was plain to see. 

Above the Enemy 

F that swift, almost noiseless flight through the night 
and well into the next day I can say little. It was 
possible to view the country beneath us frofn crystal-like 
windows set in the floor of the airship. These windows 
were really composed of several separate sheets of material 
resembling glass. A device operated by the turning of a 
screw focussed those windows much in the manner of 
telescopes, so that it was possible to bring the terrain passed 
over as near the vision as one desired. This gave the 
illusion of skimming the earth and the mountain tops, 
when the altitude recorder showed us to be a thousand 
feet above them at all times. Editha, however, sat in a 
chair in front of which was a desk and a mirror and Viewed 
the surrounding world reflected in the latter. 

Ten hours after setting out we were in the enemy’s coun¬ 
try. From our altitude of a thousand feet populous cities 
could be observed quite distinctly, the smoke and dust of 
factory centers. One large city seemed to run into an¬ 
other with but little break of continuity. White roads 
ran this way and that, lined with tropical palms. Large 
bodies of men could be seen trudging those roads. They 
were like infantry of our days. We later discovered that 
they wore uniforms of a field-grey, and the weapons they 
carried shone dully. What appeared to be motor auxiliaries 
rolled along, and lumbering over the rough country that 
bordered some of the roads came tanks. Yes, tanks! No 
mistaking them with their caterpillar treads and squat 
turrets. "Lord," I thought, “those-people down there are 
Just about where America was in 1914!” Suddenly I ob¬ 
served those soldiers glancing up. Mounted men rode back 
and forth, evidently giving orders. Field artillery swung 
into position. Our ship rose swiftly to three thousand feet. 
Anti-aircraft guns pointed blunt noses to heaven and 
belched smoke and flame into the air. Shells soared up¬ 
ward and burst Then swarming into the air like a flock 
of vicious hawks and darting venomously for us, came 
the enemy airplanes. They resembled the German Fokker 
type, speedy and swift. On they came, spitting death 
through whirring propellers. How were we to meet them? 
Doubtless the pilots were supplied with bombs and hand 
grenades to drop on us if they should win elevation enough. 
The thought was not pleasant. I’ll admit my heart leaped 
Into my throat, and I was afraid. 

But no one save myself appeared nervous. Most of the 
women sat around seemingly unconcerned. A concave 
device inset in a panel about four feet in front of Editha 
showed the interiors of the control-rooms of all twelve 
airships. Editha spoke steadily into a sensitized plate, 
giving orders. The Arcadian ships separated, spreading 
out over miles of territory. And as they spread, they 
rose. Our particular ship went up, up, soon leaving the 
airplanes of the enemy hopelessly below. Twenty thousand 
feet. . . . Now we hung, motionless, in the thin air. For 
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the first time Editha looked at me and smiled. I could 
not help thinking involuntarily how like a woman of our 
day I was being treated. The perlscoplc device on the wall 
showed the position of all ships, infinitesimally small. In 
the mirror on the desk the country far beneath was sharply 
etched; through the windows in the floor it appeared not 
more than two hundred feet beneath us. It was uncanny 
to observe airplanes apparently flying flush with the ground, 
to see shells exploding directly over the cannon’s mouths. 
Crowds of men and machines were massed together*, into 
a black smear. Editha spoke qulekly. What appeared to 
be a long cone projected from the rear end of the bottom 
of our craft. A mechanical came forward with a stand 
on which was set a keyboard looking not unlike a pipe? 
organ. There were five banks of keys, one above another 
in step formation, and above them was a double row of 
stops engraved with queer mathematical symbols. 

“UAYERS," said Editha, "what you see before you is 

fl a molecular annihilator. It annihilates not men but 
metals and certain gases, TTy exaggerating the characteristic 
vibration of their molecules and thus disrupting them. 
That is putting it very simply and is not really an explana¬ 
tion of what happens. The reason of the phenomenon is 
not clearly explainable as yet, even to our foremost physi¬ 
cists. But that the action is what I describe—behold!" 
She pushed'in a stopper, pressed down on a key. "A ray 
is now shooting earthward through the emitter projecting 
from the bottom of the ship. All iron within the range of 
the ray will disintegrate and fall to pieces. Look!" She 
pointed to the floor. Through the crystal windows I could 
see human figures running this way and that in wild con¬ 
fusion. Weapons were melting in the grasp of terrified 
soldiers. "Our other ships are also directing the ray," said 
Editha calmly. “We vibrate iron—five minutes. So! All 
the iron of the enemy arsenal and factories is being de¬ 
stroyed. It is gone. We press this stopper, this key— 
lead.” So Editha spoke, pressing key after key and nam¬ 
ing metal after metal. With awe-struck eyes I saw huge 
tanks disappear, motor-lorries sink Into wrecks, cities be¬ 
come ruins. 

"Nothing is left," she said at last, "but wood and stone. 
Their military equipment is dust, their explosives harmless 
air. Thirty minutes—and It is all over.” She spoke 
quickly Into a sensitized plate. The mechanicals ran back 
the keyboard, the cone withdrew into the bottom of the 
ship. 

"Now to descend and dictate terms,” said Editha blithely. 

(At this point in his story Professor Bayers paused. We 
stared at him fascinated. Until then he had spoken in 
precise, even tones, as if delivering a lecture. It was this 
fact that had held us silent. But when he resumed speak¬ 
ing, his face lost its earlier look of triumph. In fact that 
look had faded early in the narrative. Now it appeared 
haggard and wan. His voice quickened, th? words were 
jerked out, so that towards the end it broke, became sur¬ 
charged with emotion, filled with grief and horror. We 
listened, with what feelings you may imagine, as he went 
on, to the climax.) 

CHAPTER VII 

Afraid I 

NLIKE our departure from Arcadia, our homecom¬ 
ing seemed to be an occasion for the congregation 
of a vast number of people. 

"They have gathered to welcome us home and to con¬ 
gratulate us on our victory," I said to Editha. 

"No," she replied. "War with us is looked upon as the 


worst of evils. Not a citizen would think of mentioning 
or celebrating a necessary but loathsome task. Besides, 
the success of our expedition was taken for granted." 

We stepped out of the airships, walking as usual on 
cushioned air. I could see that the majority of the crowd 
was composed of women, though men were present also. 
The great open building in which the machines had come 
to rest was occupied now by a device that had not been 
there the day we started. It was like a huge blackboard 
whose surface had an endless perspective of darkness. At 
sight of it the women composing the crews of the airships 
paused abruptly. 

“The MothersF whispered Editha. 

Then in the oppressive silence that seemed to have fallen 
on everyone, the majestic woman walked to the center of 
the cleared space In front of the huge device and spoke: 

"Children," she said, "it is already known in Arcadia 
that a mother has chosen to go on. Mother Victoria, who 
for three hundred years has been the vehicle of life, laid 
down her body yesterday, and it has become necessary to 
choose a successor. This successor is one of the daughters 
who make up the crew of the expedition just returned from 
Dobruda. The Hierarchy of Mothers will now make known 
their choice." 

She stepped back. As she did so the inky blackness of 
the blackboard device clarified like a great crystal, and 
in the crystal grew the lifelike counterfeit of perhaps 
twenty women. These women were standing. They were 
clothed in silvery draperies only half concealing the mag¬ 
nificent contours of their bodies. One of them held a wand, 
a queer thing with a serpent’s head. This woman advanced 
towards the members of the crew among whom I stood. 
The effect was that of a pereon walking right out at you 
from the expanse of a movlng-pieture screen. Only the 
body did not increase in size. As she came, the women 
fell on their knees, hushed faces upturned. The serpent 
wand hovered above them. Then with a quick motion it 
seemed to flick out and rest for a pregnant moment over 
Editha’s forehead. 

"Editha! Mother Editha!” cried the crowd with one 
voice. 

With a little cry Editha swayed to her feet "No!” she 
Cried, "no! I do not deserve ... I am not worthy . . .” 

She caught at me with trembling fingerB. "Bayers,” she 
said, “I am afraid, afraid." 

My own heart was in my throat. What did it all mean? 
If they meant to separate us, I determined to Bhow fight 
Vague thoughts entered my mind of breaking away from 
the crowd, of attempting to flee with Editha to my time 
machine. Would to God I had followed the Impulse! But 
no attempt was made to part us. We were both led through 
the acclaiming mob to where another, a smaller airship 
waited. The majestic woman ushered us aboard. “Fear 
nothing, sister,” she said to Editha. 

T HIS ship was more modern in its equipment than the 
old-fashioned war-vessels. No crystal windows were 
inset In the floor, all view of the earth beneath being 
■had by means of mirrors. The majestic woman took the 
controls. We were off. I saw by the compass that the 
course was nearly due south. The instrument for register¬ 
ing speed, which I had learned to decipher, showed we 
were setting the terrific pace of six hundred fifty miles an 
hour! To a question of mine, Editha replied dully, "We 
are going to Dlraun." 

"And where is that?" 

"A few hundred miles down the coast. We passed to 
the eaBt of it on our journey to Dobruda." 

I learned that Dirann was the secret city, the temple 
city of the Mothers, where the ecto-genetic laboratories 
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were. Our first sight of It from the air was a marvelous 
one. Stretching up the foothills where Altadena had once 
been, and covering the slopes and top of Mount Echo, going 
to the very crest of Mount Lowe itself, lay the city of 
the Mothers. I gazed at it with wonder and admiration not 
unmixed with awe. The magnificent, ethereal buildings 
seemed to change, to take all shapes and hues from minute 
to minute. Vast stretches of parklike gardens lay between 
the various buildings, and in the reflecting mirrors one 
could see the hordes of mechanicals going about their tasks 
with mechanical precision. But over this city no air-autos 
rolled, no people walked. Of its human inhabitants we saw 
nothing. Our craft finally alighted, not in but beyond 
the city, towards where San Marino, the city of million¬ 
aires, once stood. But now this section of country was a 
wilderness of fruit orchards and gardens. Here the majestic 
woman left us with no word of explanation, only smiling 
at Editha and murmuring, “Love and be happy, fear noth¬ 
ing!” We watched the air-vessel that had brought us leap 
into space, circle above us once, and then disappear to the 
northward. 

As the afternoon was still young, we wandered hand in 
hand through tangles of orchards and gardens. Oranges, 
peaches and pears were ripening on the bough. We plucked 
golden delicious fruit and slaked our hunger and thirst. 
Mechanicals glided about, intent on nothing but their di¬ 
rected labors. Most of them had a grotesquely human 
aspect, though some looked not unlike birds or reptiles. 
By and by we came to a gleaming rose-white lodge. Here 
all conveniences for living were gathered. Editha appeared 
to have lost her former fear and mistrust. She sang and 
danced on cushioned feet I laughed and sang with her. 
Her good spirits were contagious. Yet in my heart I was 
not at ease. For what purpose had we been brought to 
this sylvan paradise? Clearly not for the mere purpose 
of living and loving. Something more serious must lurk 
behind, or rather beyond, this glorious interlude. 

Three weeks passed In this way—weeks in which we saw 
no one save the mechanicals, weeks of happiness surpassing 
anything I ever expect to know again. Once I asked Editha 
if she knew anything of the functions of the Mothers. She 
said yes, that they bore the children I had seen in the 
nurseries and schools; that they had borne all the popu¬ 
lation of Arcadia. 

The Ceremonial 

OU mean,” I said, "that the ordinary women can’t 
bear children?” 

"Of course not! Didn’t you know that? They can love 
and be happy, but only the Mothers are the vehicles of 
life. It is they who devote their lives to tending the ma¬ 
chinery that brings the embryos to birth, who regulate the 
Increase of population." 

“In favor of their own sex,” I added. 

“That isn’t true.” Editha’s eyes blazed. Then she 
looked at me uncertainly. "Those men told you lies. I 
don't believe a word of what they say.” But I saw she 
was troubled, so I hastened to change the subject. 

“But there must be fathers!" 

"Of course—fathers. Each Mother when she is chosen 
is allowed to bring her chosen lover to the secret city. I 
know that.” 

“Well, what are their duties?" 

"I don’t know. I suppose they live with their mates— 
as you, my virsekso, are living with me.” 

We both laughed. Suddenly a great wave of relief rolled 
over me. Why, of course, there was nothing to fear! Men 
might not be considered the equal of women in Arcadia, 
or in this secret city, but nonetheless I was Editha’s hus¬ 
band, and her chosen mate. 


be separated. So I thought, revelling In my fool's relief. 
And then the blow fell. 

As usual we fell asleep at dusk, after listening to a book 
read by Elinor, tired out from a day of continuous activity. 
I awoke—to find the morning sun shining through * the 
opaque walls of a strange room! Fear leapt in my heart. 
“Editha!” I cried wildly; but Editha was gone! 

I flung myself like a mad man at the doors of the room, 
at the walls, but they were Impervious to my blows and 
kicks. The morning hours passed. I could measure them 
by the slow movement of the sun’s rays. When the sun 
stood overhead the doors noiselessly opened. Two mechani¬ 
cals entered and in spite of my resistance made me a 
prisoner. I was borne, helpless, In an iron grasp, to an 
audience hall. How can I describe it? The hall was ar¬ 
ranged like an amphitheatre, in circular formation, tier 
on tier of seats rising towards a remote ceiling. On these 
seats sat a concourse of females, by their dress. Mothers. 
But it was not on this concourse my eyes rested with fear 
and awe. 

In the center of the hall, on a large dais, stood the women 
I had seen in the crystal. In their filmy garments, with 
the contours of their heroic bodies gleaming darkly through 
the silvery draperies, they presented an overpowering, an 
unforgettable, sight. In front of them, on the floor to one 
side of the dais, the mechanicals stood, and I could neither 
speak nor move. Only fearful thoughts ran through my 
brain and all my old fears were revived a thousand-fold. 
Where, in the name of God, was Editha? Then I saw 
her coming. She was still clad in her one-piece garment. 
Only her face was pale and still, and her eyes had the 
unrecognizing stare of one who walks in her sleep. 

"Editha!" I tried to scream, but the name strangled in 
my throat. At her coming the concourse of women stood 
up and with one voice cried: "Welcome, Editha!” Then 
they sank into their seats and the woman with the serpent 
rod advanced the length of the dais until she stood in front 
of Editha. I knew I was witnessing some ceremony of 
initiation. 

"A mother has gone on,” intoned the sweet, penetrating 
voice pf the woman, "and a Mother arrives. Editha, are 
you willing to become a Mother ?” 

T HEN I saw the color steal back into Editha’s face, 
her eyes begin to glow with a look of intelligence and 
understanding. But she only said with a strong, vibrant 
voice, “I am." 

"Unless it be her will to pass on and seek spiritual per¬ 
fection in other spheres, she shall live forever. Body after 
body shall she wear and her youth shall not pass away.” 
"She shall live forever!” intoned the concourse of women. 
"Editha," said the sweet, penetrating voice, "your body 
is fair and acceptable in our eyes. Do you dedicate it to 
the perpetuation of life?” 

"I do,” said Editha. 

"Then with these garments do we cover you, and with 
these symbols seal you to the Hierarchy of Mothers.” 

Editha was clothed with flowing garments, a finger of 
her hand was encircled with a ring and a string of jewels 
strung around her neck. She knelt at the feet of the woman 
with the serpent rod. The woman raised her up and kissed 
her on the brow. The concourse of Mothers broke into a 
low chanting. I had watched these various things with 
what emotions can be imagined. Suddenly came power to 
move my limbs. With a swift rush forward I clambered 
on the dais and threw myself in front of Editha, both of 
my arms encircling her body. 

"Dearest!” I cried. "Dearest!” 

But she looked at me unseeingly. Her eyes bore a strange 
remote glow, and her face was rapt in some exalted ecstasy. 
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I shook her with my whole strength. She gazed at me 
without recognition. 

“Who is this?” she aBked evenly. 

"Editha!" I cried, “it is I, Bayers! O my God, what 
have they done to you!” 

But now the mechanicals came forward and again made 
me a prisoner. Without deigning a farewell look, Editha 
passed out of the audience hall with the concourse of 
women. 

“You!” I cried wildly, glaring at the Mothers still left 
standing on the dais. “What have you done to her with 
your infernal arts? You have hypnotized her, robbed her 
of her memory!" 

“Hushr” said the woman with the serpent rod so for¬ 
biddingly that I fell into silence. Then she said slowly: 
“It is not permitted that a man shall possess in love and 
passion a.woman vowed to life, to Motherhood. Three 
weeks you have had in the garden, and the seed of your 
love shall in due time blossom. Now your season of, love 
is over, and your body shall go from here to dwell in the 
House of Husbands." 

"The House of Husbands!” I echoed. 

"Yes,” she said, “where you shall be indexed . . .” 

“Good God!" I cried, “what are yon going to do to me?” 

"Oh, it will he painless and not dangerous. Be assured, 
yon shall not suffer. Your body shall be kept alive and 
through Editha father many children. I have spoken. 
Take him away." 

How shall I describe what followed! It Is like an evil 
dream, a nightmare. That I was under mesmeric control 
of a machine, I believe. But once 1 knew that Editha was 
looking down on me, and her eyes were cold and stern. 
Vaguely I was conscious of strange instruments, and what 
seemed a gigantic X-ray. Then a blank. . . . 

I came to myself in a long, bare room open on three 

Tele 


sides to an expanse of park. I was alone. I sat up wildly, 
strong enough in my limbs, yet aware of a vague sensation, 
a feeling, an emotion. ... I looked at my body and horror 
gripped me. I raved, I swore. But I was alone. 

All around me was the empty park. Perhaps the Mothers 
forgot I was not as other men. Doubtless the males of 
Arcadia would have been cowed by the females and re¬ 
signed to their fate. But in my brain I was conscious 
of only one blind impulse: to rise and flee from the horrible 
place.' Oh, I was in the grip of a nightmare! I would 
outraee it—I would! Where I found the air-shoes and the 
rod I do not know. With their aid I walked and walked, 
and somewhere or other possessed myself of an air-auto. 
Perhaps I didn’t. Perhaps I Imagined I did. Be that as 
it may, I came, somehow, someway, uncaught, undetected, 
to where my time machine lay concealed in the hills. I 
had but one desire, to get aboard it, to return to my own 
people, to 1950. I did. I am here! .... 

Professor Bayers ceased speaking abruptly. We stared 
at him unbelievingly. At last Ellis spoke. 

“Do you really expect us to believe—this incredible 
story?” 

Bayers only looked at him. We could see he was not 
joking. There eould be only one explanation. The man 
was mad, mad. Even as the thought came to me, Ellis 
went on, "What proof have you . . . proof. . . 

“Proof!" Bayers ripped the coat and shirt from his 
shoulders. “Proof! ” he cried wildly, “proof! Look at me— 
look!” 

Then Indeed we came to our feet with a surge, staring 
at him in horrified amazement, scarce able to credit the 
evidence of our own eyes; for there emblazoned on his 
chest, six inches high, and by a curious process that seemed 
to have bitten into the very flesh, were the letters: 

VIRSEKSO 1426X 
(Editha) 

End. 
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The Falling Planetoid 

(.Continued from page 991) 


be no question of private profit in such a matter. If neces¬ 
sary, material and equipment would be commandeered, and 
capital and labor conscripted. That was definite. 

Victory 

CHAPTER IV 

WO years after active operations had begun, quantity 
production of the giant guns was under way. A full- 
sized model had long since been tested and found 
satisfactory in every way; the flight of the experimental 
projectiles and the results of their tremendous explosions as 
they landed on their distant object were closely observed 
by powerful telescopes. Now thousands of the mighty engines 
were complete and in place in a girdle around the planet, 
with more to follow. Mountainous quantities of the pro¬ 
jectiles were ready, and unlimited quantities under con¬ 
struction. A visitor from some other planet chancing upon 
the earth would have thought we were preparing for some 
titanic war with another world. 

The planetoid was perceptibly nearer. In one more year, 
according to careful calculations, it would approach the 
over-balancing danger line, when it would start inevitably 
on its final fall; then nothing within the power of mortal 
man could stop it It shone brilliantly in the nightly sky, 
and was a beautiful object to behold. Its apparent diameter 
was about one-eighth that of the moon, and it was so bright 
it could be seen in the early evening. It acted indeed like a 
miniature moon in the sky, circling the earth every nine 
and a half days. — 

The final preparations were completed none too soon. 
Beginning on the morrow at midnight, the firing would 
commence. Each cannon was pointed to a predetermined 
dot in the sky, calculated with the utmost astronomical 
precision; and its enormous projectile, discharged at the 
correct split-second, timed to a hair, would go speeding 
toward its distant goal. 

Promptly at midnight the terrific cannonading began. As 
the earth rotated on its axis, the discharges followed one 
another in perfect synchronism and in a continuous suc¬ 
cession around the globe. The great gunlike engines were 
placed away from congested centers of population to avoid 
possible accidents and to minimize the enormous shocks 
of their discharges. The detonations were of such shatter¬ 
ing power that the operating crews worked at great dis¬ 
tances from the guns, setting off the discharges by electrical 
contact Fifty thousand of these mighty propelling engines 
were finally in action, each firing at frequent intervals dur¬ 
ing certain hours; and the whole world followed the results 
with bated breath. At night countless watchers with glasses 
of every description crowded housetops, hills and every 
available elevation, and saw the exploding projectiles as 
they hit their objective. Many of the shells, of course, 
missed their mark and went traveling on into the immen¬ 
sities of space. , 

For over two years the constant bombardment of the 
distant celestial object went on without a let-up. Costs ran 
into even higher figures than the most careful estimates 
had foreseen. Into the devouring mouths of these cannon- 
engines went the results of billions upon billions of dollars 
worth of material and labor. The costs of the vast quantities 
of the rocket-like projectiles and their propelling charges, 


the huge cost of replacements, the immense explosions and 
the extreme accuracy required of these—together with the 
armies of people required in manning the engines, as well 
^s transportation and other costs, were staggering. All of 
the earth's industries were geared .to this one purpose, and 
every other activity, except those that were absolutely nec¬ 
essary, was abandoned. _ 

The first few months showed no appreciable results. Mil¬ 
lions of plunging hits and their Immense bursting charges 
had bitten into the surface of the planetoid and caused it 
to be surrounded in a halo of dust and fragments. No 
doubt a good deal of its surface had been blasted away into 
the fastnesses of space never to return. Still, for a long 
time it was impossible to detect any change in Its velocity 
and orbit, or in the size of the body. The people began to 
lose hope. There was even talk of giving up the costly 
project as futile, and becoming resigned to the inevitable. 

But those in control knew they must continue; they had 
not lost faith in ultimate success. The steady cannonading 
went on, with increased numbers of engines in action day 
and night, without a let-up; through the weeks and the 
long months every cannon belched forth its spite against 
the threatening body; east and west, north and south, in 
every land, the rotating earth let loose its plunging pro¬ 
jectiles. For like a dreadful nemesis which dogged our 
globe day and night, the dangerous planetoid had to be 
subdued, made captive and then blasted to pieces. And 
there was no power on earth to do it except the will and 
Intelligence of man in using his limited control over matter 
and energy. 

From every telescope available willing eyes, keen and 
intelligent, watched the results. And at last one day it 
came. From scores of observatories came the thrilllngly 
joyful announcement that the crisis had been reached and 
passed! At last the cumulative effect of the millions upon 
millions of fifty-ton projectiles plunging against the plan¬ 
etoid with a velocity of many miles a second, and the still 
vaster force of their terrific explosions after they landed, 
began to respond to the immense artificial forces let loose 
resultant force of the aggregated blows, the giant planetoid 
began to respond to the immense artificial forces let loose 
against it; gradually, but at an ever increasing rate, it was 
overcoming its tendency to fall toward the earth’s center. 
Finally, after two long years and two months, its speed 
was increased to 0.85 of a mile per second, and its orbit 
changed into a harmless ellipse. Henceforth the planetoid 
would continue throughout the ages as a true satellite of 
the earth and not as a destructive agent. Man lost his fear 
of the menace and the bombardment ceased. . . . 

Ten years have passed and now the world breathes easily, 
disc shining in the sky; a beautiful member of our Earth- 
common crisis by a united mankind has been not without 
Moon system. It moves peacefully in its steady course, at a 
high inclination within the moon’s orbit, but under the 
complete control of our good old Mother Earth. 

And the great cooperation of the nations of the world 
had taught a much-wanted lesson. The meeting of a 
common crisis by a united mankind has been met without 
its stimulation on the general life. The world is stronger 
and the vast cost of the now happily-past danger has been 
more than made up and forgotten. 


The End. 
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BIOLOGY—EVOLUTION 


sended from ancestors who were them- 
et of the ordinary. For example, 
parents were of dissimilar tempera- 
both were highly endowed. Had they 
different, the writer might have been a 
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Open this 

BOOK 


and you open 
the door to 


CCES& 


Y OU, too, can be trained for a big-time radio 
job... Clip this coupon now and send for 
this FREE BOOK... Read it page by page... 
see for yourself why thousands of fellows just 
like you are now making from $50 to $100 a 
week . . . why many others earn as high as 
$10,000 to $15,000 a year and even more. This 
free book gives you 40 fascinating pages of 
pictures and text, all about RCA Institutes, 
the only school that is endorsed by the Radio 
Corporation of America . . . The school that 
actually sends you radio instruction direct from 
RCA.:. the very source of radio achievement! 


\I»IO 


outlay of screen-grid apparatus given to every 
student of this course. You learn how to solve 
every radio problem such as installing, repair¬ 
ing and servicing fine sets. This is the training 
that will help you to make money in radio! 

RCA Graduates in Big Demand 

For more than 20 years, there has been a well- 
paid position in Radio waiting for practically 
every graduate of RCA Institutes. This is a 
record unequalled by any other school. Only 
the vast resources of RCA could give you this 
practical training. . . 

Send for this Free RCA Book 
"Radio ... the Field 
of Unlimited Opportunity ” 


Easy to Learn Radio 
At Home in Your Spare Time 

Let the RCA Institutes Home Laboratory Train¬ 
ing Course give you the real inside facts of 
radio . . . quickly and easily. Use your spare 
time to train for success with the remarkable 


Start today on the road to Success in Radio... 
Send for this FREE BOOK. Every page is 
packed with pictures and text telling you all 
you want to know about RCA Institutes, the 
oldest and foremost Radio training organization 
in the world. Radio can easily be YOUR ROAD 
TO SUCCESS . . . That’s why you should 


Clip this Coupon NOW! 

RCA INSTITUTES, INC 


Formerly 
Radio Institute of 
America 



RCA INSTITUTES. Inc. 

Dept. SWS-4, 75 Varick Street, New York 
Gentlemen: Pleaae Bend me your FREE 40 
which illustrates the bril 
and describes your laboratory-method ol 
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Chemistry 

is the BACKBONE 
of Every Industry 


The keystone of every 
manufacturing business 
today Is its chemical lab¬ 
oratory. It Is the chem¬ 
ists who hold the secrets 
of production—the chem¬ 
ists who are consulted 
whenever processes i 
to be improved or mis¬ 
takes corrected. All the 
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You Can Do This 
lportant Work Yourse 
With Our Trs 


THE READER SPEAKS 

(Continued from page 1047) 


rot in the last day9. I tell you the Bibla is 
the most up-to-date book in the world because 
it is ahead of events. 

I could take time for a lot more, but I be¬ 
lieve I have already written enough to cover 
a column. I will be glad to hear from any¬ 
body that wishes to criticize me. 

Curtis Taylor. 

102 Grove Place, 
Utica, N. Y. 

(As we stated in the comment on Mr. Glasser’s 
letter, the Bible is valued by intelligent and 
cultured people for its profound psychological 
truths, and for the beauty of its language. We 
are sorry Mr. Taylor does not give- the cita- 

the scientific knowledge of the Bible. The cita¬ 
tions that seem to be applicable to present-day 
conditions are very interesting. Our own stand 






Away With False Modesty! 

Let us face the facts of sex fearlessly and frankly, 
sincerely and scientifically. Let us tear the veil 
of shame and mystery from sex and build the 
future of the race on a new knowledge of all the 
facts of sex as they are laid bare in plain, daring 
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Intriguing! 


Scientific 

Crime 

Detection 



THE READER SPEAKS 

(.Continued from page 1048) 


Dr. Keller Answers a Question 

I’ve been fascinated by “The Conqueror! 
but wonder if Dr. Keller wouldn’t be willing 
:ve some irritation by answering some ques- 


__ _ o suppose that Navy a' 

would come down without knowing what 
symptoms of trouble their motors developed? 

Is it reasonable to suppose that the United 
States Army would stand around and do noth- 
ng while the population of several States was 
Iriven forth by the Conquerors’ mysterious 
og for a whole yea*? Wouldn’t they go into 
.his territory with gas masks or something and 

SySS fW a. 

find’“out “tot kind” of fl£i“rmV^d^p’ th£ 
electrical machinery, gathering and studying 

ssrssssss 


• 'esrfeiip’ " ' 

rarsf^is— 
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NOW- t:i he this new tgud mu/h 



Get a fine BIG PAY JOB in 

DRAFTING 



ARE YOU A GOOD DETECTIVE? 

wrs « 



THE READER SPEAKS 

(.Continued from page 1049) 


Now in regard to the fog. The people 
of those five states were not cowards. They 
would have fought to the end a foe they could 
have seen. But it was the constant wetness, 
the slime and the rapid decay of everything 
that finally drove them into a panic. Personally 
I think that if I had been forced to live for 
very long under such surroundings, I would 
have done the same thing—that is, get out. 
Would you have stayed there? It was not a 
question of bravery. Had there been an 
enemy, the nation would have sent in five 
million men, but whom would they have fought 
had they gone in? What would they have 
done? At any moment the Conquerors were 
ready to scatter over the entire earth a new 
disease germ that wquld have wiped out hu¬ 
manity. The fact that the leaders of the 
United States were willing to wait till they 

Z'/Tfeilble 5*Z. ,he3 ^ fiBhtinS aBOinS ‘ 



3K Fitzgerald 

J£e proving his* statements tjoglcafiy'tLt'any 


(Dr. Breuer’s story has roused more com- 

SfJl ^t2J«5 


to the water in the swimming pool taking the 
form of spheres and floating in the air: Be¬ 
cause of the very fact that the people in the 
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DURING THE LAST 
WAR IN THE AIR! 

THE MOST TERRIBLE WEAPON 
of warfare that has yet been devised Is 
the "Flying Buzz-Saw’’—the Invention 
of Professor Bloomsworthy. Read how 
this devastating weapon settled the 
conflict of the ages In the story “The 
Flying Buzz-8aw,” by H. McKay. 
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space-ship had a swimming pool, it is taken 
for granted that they had some mean9 of pro¬ 
ducing gravity locally, in order to have their 
trip as comfortable as possible. Mr. Stern is 
quite right when he suggests that the water 
would flow around the walls at the slightest 
motion if there were no gravity.— Editor .) 


The Atom 

Editor, Science Wonder Stories: 

I would suggest the advisability of avoid¬ 
ing definite statements as to the constitution 






































These Brilliant 
Masterpieces of 
Short Fiction 
Stagger the 
Imagination as 
no other Tales 
ever written*.. 



•i-' nals fear the Scientific Detec¬ 
tive? 

Do you know that Science, which 
is conquering the earth and air, is 
I now starting to conquer CRIME? 

II you have not already done so, 
ask your news agent to reserve a 
copy of Scientific Detective 
Monthly, the newest of the Gerns- 
back publications. In it you will 
read, not only the up-to-date details 
of the scientific detection of crime, 
but also thrilling scientific-detective 
stories by the foremost authors in 
America and Europe, among whom 
we number Edmond Hamilton, Dr. 
David H. Keller, Arthur B. Reeve 
(Editorial Commissioner), S. S. 
Van Dine, Austin Freeman, Edwin 
Balmer (now editor of the Red 
Book), Henry Leverage (author of 
“Whispering Wires”) and many 
others. 

Only 25o buys you the most in¬ 
teresting, authentic, modern and 
enthralling magazine in its field. 

Avoid disappointment, and ask 
your news agent to reserve a copy 
for you. SEE HIM TO-DAY. 


Another Club 

Editor, Science Wonder Stories: 

Recently there has been formed a national 
club for the discussion of science by cor¬ 
respondence. Still more recently there has 


The Fitzgerald Contraction Equation 

Editor, Science Wonder Stories: 

In the February issue of Science Wondeh 
Stories, on page 862, you publish something 
which I am unable to understand. Why is it 
that if V = 100,000 in the Lorenz-Fitzgerald 
equation, LI = .068.L? 

Any value for V greater than X will make 
LI imaginary the piay the equation is stated. 

F. E. Austin, 

11 South Park, 
Hanover, N. H. 

(In the equation LI = LVl—V2, V is the 
fraction that represents S/C where S is the 
d of the body and C is the speed of lf-'-|| 
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In this sequel to the "Shot Into Infinity,” 
Mr. Gall gives us a full-length novel of 
the most amazing romance, adventure 
and Interplanetary travel. The mad 
dashes from planet to planet to solve an 
age-old secret of the world will thrill the 
most cold-blooded reader. 
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By Wesley Arnold 
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A NEW IDEA 
IN BOOKS 


Just 

JOIN THE 

33c- 

Cor a 

POPULAR 

$2.00 

BOOK 

Book 

CLUB 

o 

The POPULAR BOOK CLUB 
is the latest and most unique 
book club which, during the 
course of the year, will bring to 
you the most outstanding and 
diversified books printed at the 
present time in this country. 

Ho 

Fiction 



POPULAR BOOKS aim to educate you and enter¬ 
tain. They never contain fiction. They are all on 
special subjects. Each book is compiled by experts. 
Every book contains far more matter than the usual 
$2.00 book, and gives you a wealth of material for 
the price of a high-class magazine. 

Every month (about the 20th of the calendar 
month) a new POPULAR BOOK is published. 

NOT SOLD AT 
BOOKSTORES 

The merchandising of these books is unique. They 
are never sold at book stores, but are for sale for 
the uniform price of 50c apiece at every better news¬ 
stand in this country. 

For those who do not wish to buy at newsstands, 
we now have a special subscription offer. Many of 
our readers who cannot conveniently take the time 
to buy these books at the newsstands have urged 
us to sell them by subscription; and for that reason 
it is now possible to subscribe in advance for these 
worth-while books at 



A TREMENDOUS 
SAVING! 



In the English language. 



by expert gilders. 


If you bought twelve of these books esting and unusual books are now in 
on the newsstands, the price would be preparation. 

$6.00. By subscribing for them in advance. All books are uniform in size—the large 
— (9xl2-inch) page which i 


you save $2.00. By subscrib¬ 
ing in advance you are certain 
to get a worth-while book 
every month; for in many 
cases you would find the books 
sold out on the newsstands, 
and frequently the books are 
then out of print and no extra copies are 
available. 

On this page are shown a few of the it, fill 
POPULAR BOOKS which have been 
issued so far. A number of most inter¬ 



favorite with readers; heavy 
and durable paper only is used, 
and the type is selected for its 
readability. The covers are 
always in four colors and var¬ 
nished to keep from soiling. 
The majority of POPULAR BOOKS are 
profusely illustrated. Before you forget 
't, fill in the coupon and save money. 
- POPULAR BOOK CORPORATION, 
97-D Park Place, New York, N. Y. 
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1 — 1 page. (Single books will be mailed at 50c a copy: your choice of any book.) 

Name . 

Street . City and State. 
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SCIENCE WONDER STORIES 


The Man I Pity Most 


P OOR OLD JONES. No one had any use for him. 
No one respected him. Across his face I read one 
harsh word—FAILURE. He just lived on. A poor 
worn-out imitation of a man, doing his sorry best to get 
on in the world. If he had realized just one thing he 
could have made good. He might have been a brilliant 

There are thousands and thousands of men like Jones. 
They, too, could be happy, successful, respected and loved. 
But they can’t seem to realize the one big fact—that prac¬ 
tically everything worth while living for depends upon 
STRENGTH—upon live, red-blooded, he-man muscle. 

Everything you do depends upon strength. No matter 
what your occupation, you need the health, vitality and 
clear thinking only big, strong, virile muscles can give 
you. When you are ill the strength in those big muscles 
pulls you through. At the office, in the farm fields, or on 
the tennis courts, you’ll find success generally depends 
upon your muscular development. 


Here’s a Short Cut to 



30 Days Is All I Need 




"Secrets of Strength," "Here’s Health," "Endurance," Etc. 


“v- FREE! 


‘Jt&S: SMS. 





EARLE LIEDERMAN 


New York City 

















X AUDEL & 
65 West 23rd 


Please ship 
plan marked (, 


‘Audels New Electric . 


OCCUPATION.. 


EMPLOYED BY.. 


1 



■ 1 


AWOfW 

JUST OUT! —Latest Exact Information from A to Z!\ 


We take pleasure in announcing: “AUDELS NEW ELECTRIC LIBRARY * 1 

New and More Uses for Electricity offer great opportunities to men who can 
handle this power correctly. Modern electrification of industrycalls for trained 
men who know how to handle electricity accurately. 

^ Simple as A. B. C.—“Audels New Electric Library” gives latest, 

exact information from foundations of electrical practice to 
- latest modern applications. This is a NEW practical and 
theoretical course in electricity for home study and 
a ready reference. 

' Here are the answers to your questions, 

p giving you the real dope that every electrician 
k must know. They chart your knowledge, 
taking away the uncertainty of 
juesswork. 

„NtW! 


As ABC 


Latest information, 
fully illustrated, 
covering:— 

Fundamental Principles and 
Rules of Electricity, Magnetism, 
Armature Winding, Repairs, Dy¬ 
namos, D-C Motors.Construction, 
Installation, Maintenance and 
Trouble Shooting, Tests and 
Testing Instruments, Storage 
Battery. Construction and Re¬ 
pairs, Alternating Current Prin¬ 
ciples and Diagrams, Power Fac¬ 
tor, Alternators, Transformers, 
A-C Motors, Windings, Recon¬ 
necting, Converters, Switches* 
Fuses. Circuit Breakers. Relays, 
Condensers, Regulators, Recti¬ 
fiers, Meters, Switchboards, 
Power Station Practice. House 
Light & Power Wiring. Circuits, 
High Tension, Transmission, 
Plans. Calculations, Code, Elec- 
- • ~ ■■ - nals, El< - 


Beautiful, 
Timely Books 


froc 


SIZE 


Read for Profit 


Tiooks 
Now on Sal# 

3 in Preparation 

The Library contains 12' , 
books—the first 7 books 
containing 3600 pages with 
thousands of diagrams and il¬ 
lustrations are now ready; the 
remaining 5 books are in prepara- , 
tion. A pocket-size, flexibly bound 
series that is valuable wherever 
electricity is used. 

Beautiful, timely books for service— 
pocketsize;completelyillustratedwithdia- 
grams and charts; simplified, easy to read 
and understand. No electrical man can afford 
to pass up this opportunity. Extremely low 
price; buy on your own terms. 

fBUY“ ON YOUR OWN TERMS)" 

PLAN x-ONE BOOK A MONTH 


NEW 


. SATISFACTION GUARANTEED! 

‘Audels New Electric Library” 
is backed by our 50-year record 
a's helping hand publishers. Satis¬ 
faction always guaranteed. 




















Hundreds of Jobs paying *50,*60,*75,*100 
a week are opening in Radio every year. 


these men how 
to get jobs lik s these 


If you are earning a penny less than $50 a 
week, send for my book of information on op¬ 
portunities in Radio. It is free. Radio s 
amazing growth is making hundreds of fine 
jobs every year. My book shows you where these 
jobs are, what they pay, how I can train you at 
home in your spare time to be a Radio Expert. 

You have many Jobs to choose from 

Broadcasting stations use engineers, operators, 
station managers and pay $1,800 to $5,000 a year. 
Manufacturers continually need testers, inspectors, 


a month besides. Dealers and jobbers (there Ire 

service men, salesmen, buyers, managers and pay 
$30 to $100 a week for good men. Talking Movies 


they would be when I enrolled. In 

SsrtttfV 


I Will Train You at Home 
in Your Spare Time 

Hold your job until you are ready for another. 
No need to leave home. All I ask is part of 
vour spare time. I have doubled and tripled 
the salaries of hundreds through my practical 
home-study training. You don't have to be a 
high school or college graduate. My course is 
written in easy, simple terms that most anyone 
can understand. 

My course includes Talking Movies, 
Wired Radio, Television 

My course is up-to-dale with Radio’s latest uses 
and improvements. It includes Radio’s appli¬ 
cation to Talking Movies, Television and home 
Televisf ' "" ' * 


ifISSP§§ 


MEN! 

Get Your Copy ol My/Veif Book 

How to set a good 
job in the Radio 
Industry 



















